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AROUND THE GOLDEN DEEP. 



CHAPTER I. 

A STRANGER IN TOWN. 

Te sentinels of sleep, it is in vain ye keep 
Your drowsy watch before the Ivory Gate, 

Though closed the portal seems, the airy feet of dreams 
Ye cannot thus in walls incarcerate. 

LONOFELLOW. 

School was out at the little red school-house, and 
the wild-voiced children went noisily down the village 
street, stopping here and there to note the new sights 
about town since their confinement in school, or to 
chat in little groups before separating to go home. 
But the neat little school-mistress eat at her desk 
with her hands folded, just as she did when the last 
careless footstep sounded down the stairs, motionless 
still, and thinking, with a sad, dreamy look in hejr 
eyes. Home I what would it be to her to go home I — 
to sit cosily again with Aunt Robinson and the girls, 
and John too; to see the old house with its rough, 
weather-stained walls, its one bright patch of white- 
wash gleaming through the green trees, — she won- 
dered if even that were there yet; and then the cows, 
and the lazy old horses, Tip the dog, and even that 
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j)rctty noBt of warm, holplopg liitlo kittcnA, which 
iiiuHt lirive developed into a host of great ungainly 
eats Fince nhe left home five y«?ar8 ago. The tears 
Htarted to her eyeH aH bIio thought of it, — up among 
the hillB green with the mantle of spring, and in iho 
j)iiie groves wluTe tluj hreezes made weird Kong8 among 
the fiwaying pluiiiefl; where the Ptreams were clear 
and deep and cold, ruBhing from their snow fountains 
down dark roeky e]iann<.>ls to the rivers; and where 
tlie li(?avy, hright-painted stages, and the dusty, slow 
mule-teams made daily trips up aod down the red 
winding roads, hringing news and a hreath of excite- 
ment with each arrival. Now vacation was coming, 
and tlicre was still work for her to do; but she felt a 
longing to sec the old home and the familiar faces 
again. She almost decided to go, anyway, — to leavo 
her busy round of cares for just one little sea.son of 
relaxation; to be home and free once more, and forget 
all about tlie dark, noisy world shut away by her own 
high bills, and the fair blue skies bending tenderly 
around, as if to keep out all jar and discord, and hold 
within the wild sweet solitude and the old primeval 
glory of the mountains. 

She rose excitedly; the dingy walls had changed to 
flower-starred slopes, the wind whistling at the win- 
dows to trilling lark-f^ongs, and even the v/hite njisty 
cobwebs up around tbe ceiling to llccks of snowy cloud 
in a warm bright sky. The breath of the pines was 
in the air, and the strange insj)iration of the old homo 
life all around her, as she walked dreamily out, me- 
chanically lock(id the door, and wended her way down 
the shady streets of the village. 
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Coming up through the locust-trees, on a slow jog, 
was an odd little two-wheeled cart, shiny and black, 
and a smart-looking, cream-white horse that felt the 
importance of its energetic appearance, and so could 
afford to step high if not far, thus making little 
progress over the ground. A gentleman lounging on 
the high, wide seat seemed to be not half so much 
the proprietor of the rig as the sharp-looking, lazy 
horse; for he sat at ease, gazing meditatively out on 
one side, with the lines slack in his left hand, the 
other resting on a^ huge, long whip that looked like a 
fishing-rod, and was always getting into trouble with 
the trees bending over the road. He was stout, with 
a florid face and gray hair, and wore long yellow 
gauntlets and a closely buttoned coat. Drawing near- 
er, he caught sight of the school-mistress, and as he 
pulled up the reins, the white horse came to a dead 
halt. His countenance fairly beamed, and a good- 
natured smile broadened out almost into a laugh. 

"Well, well, — hello!" he said. "Long way from 
home, Nettie; did n't expect to see you here. Jump in 
and take a spin now. Jump right in here, — plenty of 
room, — and let me see you, — ah-h!" He had a deep, 
slow voice, hesitating and half breathless, and finished 
with a long-drawn "aji-h!" as if he meant to say more 
but decided not to, and turned his hesitation into a 
vocal clearing of his throat. He sat for a moment 
and stared at her, standing wonder-struck and large- 
eyed under the trees; then a confused cxprcseion 
gradually neutralized the smile and his flushed face 
grew redder, he gave the reins a spasmodic jerk, said 
hurriedly, "Beg pardon, — pardon, ma'am; I'm mis- 
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taken/' and was off down the road, urging the high- 
Btopping horse into a faster trot, the fish-rod whip 
sailing majestically through the air, and the flush on 
hiH face extending even around to the back of his neck. 
The school-mistress turned to look after him, and burst 
into a little peal of laughter. It had all happened in 
a moment, — the picture of the stout man riding up in 
the cart, the sudden stop, his face illumined with pleas- 
ure, the blank stare, and the sudden departure, when 
the slow horse affected to be in very much of a hurry, 
though in reality taking her time. She watched till 
a bend in the road showed the side view of the cart and 
horse, winding in and out, and the last glimpse sho 
caught was of the yellow gauntlets gleaming rich and 
bright through the green foliage of the locusts. 

Farewell now, charmed visions of home and hills, 
and the dreamy atmosphere of long ago! It was in 
vain she sought to revive her pleasant reverie; the 
quaint scene she had just passed through rose up irre- 
sistibly before her, and would not be banished. 

All the way home she thought of it, and in the even- 
ing when she sat down to write to Aunt Robinson 
and the girls, to tell them how she had been hoping 
for a quiet rest with them during the long, hot vaca- 
tion, she could not resist putting in a brief account of 
the affair, and excused it by saying she supposed he 
was thinking, like herself, of some one far away. Bet- 
ter had she left it out; for writing of it only fastened it 
more firmly in her mind, and all night long, instead of 
dreaming of incorrigible youth planning mischief and 
making a noise, she saw lazy white horses hitched to 
high-wheeled gigs, and yellow gloves, appearing by 
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doiens, — weaving and epinning aioond, this way and 
that, among the locust groves; and they all came up to 
her and stopped, and sometimes the stout man laughed 
and threw a kiss to her; and sometimes he was think- 
ing deeply, and only saw her just before he passed, and 
then would stop and smile faintly; and yet again he 
seemed in a great hurry, but was sadly delayed by his 
big whip getting caught in all the tree branches, and 
when opposite her under the tall tree he had to stop 
short, so she helped him by pushing the boughs aside 
with her parasol; until finally he came up with brighter 
gloves, and looked handsome and young and spirited, 
and she climbed into the gig and rode away; and after 
that she saw herself in all the gigs, and they all had 
much brighter wheels, and rolled a great deal faster, 
and they never stopped any more, but kept right on, 
winding here and there among the trees that suddenly 
burst forth into creamy showers of blossoms, and hung 
down long fragrant garlands into the path, forming an 
avenue walled and canopied with swinging festoons of 
odorous flowers through which the golden sunshine 
sifted in glinting floods of light. 

Next day she forgot it, almost, busied with the well- 
worn pages of her books, and the chattering little flock 
of children gathered for her care and instruction; so 
that when the time came to go home, she only gave it a 
fleeting thought as she passed under the great tree where 
the scene had transpired. But when she reaehed the 
house where she lived, — great sight of sights! — it 
stood there, the gig of yesterday, the gig of her dreams, 
and the plump, bright-eyed horse hitched to the jwst 
in front of the gate. She paused and looked at it, al- 
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most afraid to ontor, wliilo her whole exiRtence seemed 
Fhapod into one preat interrogation ]K>int asking the 
meaning of this ntrange vehiele haunting her hy day 
and night; hut presently she eaught sight of the gen- 
tleman who had ridden it, standing among the trees 
that grew in front of the house. lie had heen walking 
listlessly hack and forth, the yellow-gloved hands folded 
hehind him, and ahsorhi^l in de<'p thought, as ho was 
the day heforc when she first saw him. As she came 
through the gate he advaneed to me<;t her, and said po- 
litely, ** Miss Ix)is Warren, 1 helieve? '' at the same time 
presenting his card, which read, " Franklyn Knapp, 
]\I. D." 

" I called to see you to-day," he said, " and Mrs. 
^lills informing me that you were still at school, I in- 
vited myself out into the garden to wait for you, find^ 
ing it much cooler and j)leasanter than the house." 

*' O, certainly," she replied; ** will you take a scat 
here under the trees ? " 

His preoccupied manner had changed to one some- 
what more nervous and excited, and he sat down, pull- 
ing off his gauntlets and smoothing them out carefully 
on his knee. 

" I understand. Miss Warren, that you arc the teacher 
of the school of our village, — a pleasant vocation; and 
I, perhaps, will he the doctor, — that is, if all things 
conic out agrceahly. I presume you all know my 
brother, Dr. Melville Knapp, who has practised here 
for twenty years or thereai)0ut, is going away, — to 
the East, in fact, — circumstances making it neces- 
sary; and I have been appointed to his place in the 
hospital of our neighboring town, and his successor in 
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practioe generally, perchance. I am quite delighted 
with this little place, — its pleasant homos and locnist- 
lined streets, — and I find, so far, the people are not Ix^ 
hind the town in agreeableness. They have received 
me very warmly, and have promised co-operation in all 
my plans. But I have been told to apply to you for a 
little assistance, — ah-h! '^ — growing more fluslicd and 
slightly agitated, — "since you are recommended as a 
young lady always interested in schemes for the public 
benefit, or willing to help a good cause; and knowii:ig 
that a young person has more time, if not always the 
inclination, to devote outside of home, I thought it 
possible you would assist me, — ah-h I " 

" Most willingly," Lois replied, heartily, "if it lies in 
my power." 

'*0, yes, I guess so, — I think so," said the Doctor; 
" almost any lady could do what I wish done. It is 
for the benefit of my patients in the hospital. I main- 
tain. Miss Warren, that an unhappy state of the mind 
can and often does produce illness. Still more so, in 
protracted or chronic cases of sickness, the mind be- 
comes almost diseased from brooding over physical 
suficring; consequently the spirits are depressed, the 
action of the heart weakened, the circulation of the 
blood lessened, and then of course the whole svstem in- 
jured; and not the least of the evils, in an impaired 
physical condition, is this deranged action of the mind, 
because an unhealtliy brain acting through the sym- 
pathetic system of nerves, does double damage to the 
\yooT, weak body. But catch the spark of interest tliat 
is not absorbed in the miseries of illness, and cultivate 
without wearying it, give it a change, — a variety, — and 
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we have toned the mind and retted tlie bod j more than 
tialf a dozen preecripiioni coold do. And day by day, 
a« the hour comet for a little change from the long, 
wearing uneatinets of lying and aimlessly waiting from 
sleepless night to agonixing day, the pleasure of antici- 
pation helps our good labor, and relieves the monotony 
quite as well as what we do to interest the mind. Na* 
lure is man's best physician* She herself must build 
up and make things strong and secure again. It is 
only when active poisons are at work that drugs do 
good, to counteract and neutralize the damaging cause. 
And when evil effects result from perverted functions, 
the physician*8 work lies in doing something to restrain 
their action; or in an accident, to soothe and ease pain, 
and assist nature somewhat, this way and that, remove 
foreign substances, sew up wounds, place fractured bones 
in poHition, and the like; but that is as nothing com- 
pared with what nature herself must do. It is as if 
the whole machinery of life were reversed, — its wheels 
turned backward ; and we can sometimes stop their 
false movement and set them straight, but we never 
can make them work in the right direction again: that 
ifi nature's duty, — nature's work; and when she is help- 
less to aid us, when she is powerless and worn out, the 
machinery that cannot move forward stops, and we call 
it death. And so if wc are not able to prevent damage 
done by body to mind, we must strive to hinder the 
mind from retaliating upon the poor, irresponsible 
body, by doing a like wrong in return. That is helping 
nature, you see, in her perfect action; for a strong body 
strengthens the brain, and a well-balanced, active, right- 
working brain is about the only thing that can keep the 
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"And now, for your Bcrvices, which will of coarse 
take up Boroo of your Icisuro time, I will make you any 
coinp<>n8ation you ask; for your asBietanco will be in- 

disix-nfiablc." 

While ho was speaking, the pleasant face of the little 
school-mistress hud lighted up with enthusiasm. She 
was a helpful, busy girl, and in her natural sphere 
when carrying out some plan of this nature, bo she 
said quickly, — 

** Compensation, — certainly rwtf sir. The work itself 
would l>e such a pleasure I could ask no other reward. 
I enter into it with the heartiest approval. Let me 
connnence soon, too, if you will; I am even anxious to 
begin." 

"GoodI"said the Doctor, — "very good. You are 
just the best young lady I could find, for you are both 
pympatlictic and energetic, — two very fine qualities, — 
very helpful qualities. Indeed, I was told," — growing 
red again, and drawing on his gloves hurriedly, — 
" it was mentioned that you would \)G more interested 
in such a scheme than any other person; because in- 
clination is a necessary thing, Miss Warren, — an in- 
valuable thing, — ah-hl And about the compensation, 
we must consider it later if you will not hear of it now. 
I will call the day after to-morrow for your first contri- 
bution to ray patients, which I feel assured will be a first- 
quality one, — a well-selected one. I visit the hospital at 
least three times a week, and if you will prepare some- 
thing for each regular trip, I should like it well. I am 
very happy to have found yon. Miss Warren, — to have 
met you," he said, rising and bowing; "it is a most 
fortunate thing for me as well as for my patients, I am 
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sure; so allow me to offer my most sincere thanks. 
Crood day." 

Then he was off down the garden path, hastily un- 
tying his horse, and preparing for departure, — all of 
which took up a great deal of time, notwithstanding 
his apparent hurry; and as he rode away, ho looked 
around and caught a glimpse of Lois under the trees, 
which caused him to smile good-naturedly, and raise 
his hat with an air of great deference. Vanishing down 
the road she saw the shiny gig and its cream-whito 
horse raising the dust in little clouds, as if moving 
rapidly, but it was in sight for a long while, and so she 
had ample time to take another good view of it from her 
seat in the garden. 

This little school-mistress was not of an uncommon 
stamp, in many particulars; she was quick and lively, 
ambitious and fond of work, pleasant to others, and 
cheerful herself; but she possessed one rare virtue, — a 
warm, generous heart, and power to execute its dictates. 
Left an orphan, she had been adopted when quite 
young by a family named Robinson, and had grown up 
strong and sweet-tempered and natural, among the 
quiet hills; and being of a studious disposition, she had 
remained at school longer than the other children of 
the family, and so became a teacher. It was not a 
lack of love for her home and the early scenes of her 
life that made her thus aspire to leave them, but rather 
a desire for a greater independence, and a broader field 
of action; her surplus strength created a desire to use 
it, and so she was ambitious for herself and for all 
those around her. She had a neat, charming way of 
doing little favors, just at the right time and in tho 
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quickcBt and best mode, which made friends for her; 
yet she was so gentle and sunny, lacking showy sparkle 
and personal brilliancy, that she excited little envy by 
the good-will slie had won. Every one liked her: and 
why should they not? — when she was agreeable and 
helpful and kind, always planning and doing, and using 
every moment. 

Let us skip one period in the life of the school-mis- 
tress; it was a happy, joyous time, that would surely 
have brought out all her native charity and usefulness; 
but when she lost the crowning happiness, and a great 
sorrow entered into her life, her disappointment no less 
surely called them out in plans and work for others. 
She was not a girl to give up to mourning and sadness; 
she buried her love, — the one true, earnest love that 
she had known, — and took up the busy thread of 
work cheerfully and steadfastly. Friends looked on 
and sympathized, and after a while forgot it, thinking 
she too had forgotten; though deep down in her heart 
she held it sacred and unchangeable. 

No wonder, then, that Lois Warren took a deep in- 
terest in the Doctor's scheme. It was the work to 
which she had dedicated her life, — a life not burdened 
by a living woe, but one even happy in its subdued 
joys, and unhindered in its generous outpourings of 
kindness. 

She sat thinking of it, and of the Doctor too, under 
the trees where ho had talked with her, and presently a 
wild freak of imagination pictured her dream over 
again, in thousands of tiny gigs -and horses climbing 
up a glossy grape-vine near her; slie could even see 
the yellow gloves and the high wheels; and some of 
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the gigs got into difficulties passing over the leaves, 
and many fell partly down the vine and had to work 
their way up again; and the little white horses were 
lazy, just like the big white one the Doctor had, and 
BO they moved very slowly, and often got tangled 
together. But finally one gig, which looked smaller 
than the rest, started up a leaf and made itself con- 
spicuous by having an immense whip twice as long as 
the horse itself, and reminded her of an ant carrying a 
long straw. It had an uncomfortable time, and was 
stopped on several occasions, until at last the great 
whip struck a tendril just above it, the horse lost its 
balance, and the whole thing fell to the ground, mak- 
ing a loud rustle in the grass. Lois started and opened 
her eyes, feeling as if ^he had been far away, while 
near her she caught eight of little Jimmie Mills creep- 
ing through the grass and throwing a marble toward 
her. 

*' Nonsense I" she said to herself as she rose and 
brushed the leaves from her dress. "Absurdity the 
second I What do I mean by allowing that everlasting 
cart to make such an impression on busy, matter-of- 
fact me ? Begone, visions I I wonder how long I Ve 
been here wasting time, — worse than wasting it," — 
emphatically, — "when work awaits me." 

" Please, Miss Warren," said Jimmie, coming toward 
her, " ma sent me to call you in to dinner." 

" Dinner, Jimmiel — is it time for that?" 

" Yes, of course. Ma thought you stayed out here 
awful long with that feller what comes in the gig. It 's 
plumb dinner-time now." 

" I must have been asleep," thought Lois. " And ohi 
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tho awfal vehicle haunting me zight here in broad 
daylightl I'll not think of it any more; I'll not 
even look at it again," she said, with prompt decision, 
and turned to go into the house; but her attention was 
arrested by a dull, buzzing sound out in the road, and 
Jimmie saying very loudly, "0, just look there. Miss 
Warren." She looked, and with one despairing struggle 
renounced her resolution; for just out beyond the garden 
fence she saw the Doctor passing, smiling and taking 
off his hat again to her; he was returning from a ride 
in the country, whither he had gone when she watched 
him disappear from sight, and now was driving slowly 
homeward, looking out on one side, just as he was doing 
when she first saw him in his horrible, dream-hauntingy 
never-to-be-forgotten gig. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A STAGE BOAD IN THE SIERRAS. 

They journeyed o'er a piney moTintam waste, 

And through the vales of deep, luxuriant grassy 
And reached a river's tides, that purl and haste 
Through walls of rock with gold veins interlaced. 
And down the rugged gorges foaming pass. 

"Ah, the mountains of snow I" — and the speaker 
leaned out of the window of the rumbling stage to 
catch a fuller view, through the piney sweeps of hills 
broken by a curving river, of the snow chain, white 
and pure and cool, shining serrated and clear against 
the pale rose setting of the eastern sky. His face 
lighted up with a smile of inspiration, and his grave 
mood gave way to a spirit of enthusiasm while he 
looked; then turning to his companion he said, more 
pleasantly than he had yet spoken in all the course of 
their rough journey, " Come, look through the moun- 
tain pass at the glorious glimpse of Paradise opening 
before us." The lady seated beside him locked up 
with a supercilious little smile, and leaned forward to 
gaze out also at this first surprising glimpse of the 
Sierras; but her attention was more closely riveted upon 
her companion, whom she watched constantly, to read, 
if she could, his inmost soul. She was of an interesting 
and peculiar type, — a blending of the indolent and the 
cat-like creature, ever on the watch, even in her most 
dreamy moments. Tall and slender, and willowy of 
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motion, there was still a charming roundness 
figure, suggestive of lily stocks; her eyes were 
gray, her hair bright auburn, wound artisticall)) 
a well-formed head, her features regular, but no 
tiful, and her skin pure white. Sometimes, wh 
J long dark lashes swept her cheek, and her face v 

expression of calm repose, on a closer observan 
could detect a sly, quick glance upward from b 
those silken fringes, and a slight change of cxpr 
not the most ethereal that could be imagined, 
she sat demurely looking out ujx)!! the landsca 
f bright glow of the departing day casting a ra 

• over her fair face, framed by her dark mournir 

! thrown backward, and over her neat black drei 

J quickly now and then she stole a glance at th 

r beside her, who was too enrapt with the wild bej 

' the mountains to take note of aught else around, 

to call others to enjoy it also. Finally she < 
leaned back and made his face her only study. 

The stage had reached the top of a long grade, 
the hills below fell abruptly in unbroken lines 
; soft belts of shining white sand along the river n 

while an opening through the solid rock- walls e 
i like the everlasting gates of the hills thrown o 

reveal, beyond the long stretches of mountain 
miles and miles of a storm-tossed sea of dark 
fragrant pine reaching upward to where the snow 
pierced the soft bending sky with a hundred gU 
, summits. It was spring. The full glory of 

beauty lay over the hills in embroideries of g 
azure, the scarlet tongues of the laurel flame 
from feray bank and jutting crag, and the 
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masses of chaparral breathed out a strange, drowsy per- 
fume from their creamy snow-fall of blossoms. Twi- 
light was coming. Only here and there on the distant 
summits the dark fir points caught a ray of red sun- 
light streaming through the hills, and down in the 
shadowy gulches the crickets set up a weird little chirp 
that echoed shrilly along the rocky banks till lost in 
the dull, deep roar of the river. 
' At last, when a bend of the road brought them into 

a tunnel-like hollow, the high walls of which shut out, 
j with fragrant, cool masses of madrono and manzanita, 

j and dewy, climbing vines, the glorious panorama of 

i snow, the man sank back as if reluctant to leave its 

sublime beauties for the monotonies of the journey, and 
still longed to keep the memory of it while yet its wild 
grandeur held a spell over him; but he caught sight 
of the lady's steady glance, and instantly a change 
passed across his features, — a look of disappointment 
that she had not enjoyed the charm of his bright 
mountain picture, and of surprise that she should 
thus be reading his face in an unguarded moment; so 
he quietly gave vent to only one little word, "Ah!" 
ifld relapsed into silence. She started slightly, and 
colored with a faint flush, so delicate that it could 
almost be mistaken for a reflection of the rose-tinted 
east; but these were the only signs she gave of discom- 
fiture at being caught without her mask; and compos- 
ing herself by drawing her wrap more closely about 
her, she looked up to him calmly, and said, "Well?" 

" You do not enjoy wild scenery, Miss Nellie," he re- 
plied. " I think the view we have just passed superbly 
grand, but I noticed you did not care to look. If I 
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should make this journey a hundred times a year I 
would cheerfully bear all the fatigues of the travel with 
the hope of that scene before mo." 

Now was her chance, a good one for this sly, scheming 
girl, to excuse herself with a winning card. So with 
a gentle little smile she returned sweetly, " You see the 
sublimity without, while I admire more the sublinoUy 
within." 

" Thank you," he said, and looked down upon her 
with a quiet, half-amused expression, and yet for a face 
so kindly it became dangerously near being one of pity 
and disdain. She saw her mistake; the awkwardness 
of the moment had robbed her manner and words of 
the artistic fitness she could so easily summon to her 
aid, and she knew that her slight discomposure a mo- 
ment before when he caught her in her study had done 
the mischief. Though it had troubled her but slightly 
at the time, it now threatened a greater evil; for it had 
so overthrown her self-control that she had made her- 
self almost ridiculous with an overdrawn and ineffective 
answer. His " Thank you," and his half-pitying look, 
disturbed her greatly, and she resolved to try again, — 
to do or say something, — anything so long as she acted 
out the role she meant to play, and fortified the posi- 
tion she had assumed. She looked grieved, and said 
in a subdued tone, as if he had made light of her most 
earnest feelings, " You do me injustice to laugh at me, 
because I have unfortunately said something that 
sounded out of place. I felt what I said, though I did 
not say it at all elegantly. What I really meant to 
say is this: To you who have nothing better, it is beau- 

il; but I, who love mountains maybe as well as you, 
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can for^o the pleasure that may be mine at any time 
when I make this journey, for one that is far better to 
me, and which may never be mine a^n, — the look of 
undisguised admiration on your fac^, Edward; you are 
BO grave and reserved to me that I seldom see you in 
your natural moods, though I would be only too happy 
if I could inspire you with only one half of the confi- 
dence you awaken in me. But I have always vainly 
tried to impress you with what I really do feel. Come, 
let us be friends, — good friends, I mean"; and she 
held out her hand in such a graceful way, with a look 
BO winning, that her words did not sound ill-timed or 
bold, but seemed to reveal a glimpse of a soul as inno- 
cent and lovely as a child's. It had the desired effect. 
Edward Dennett's indifferent expression melted away 
into one of pleasure, and he turned and gave his hand 
in a hearty, cordial way that seemed almost a revela- 
tion to this girl, bo accustomed to win and deceive that 
she could play with the dearest feelings of earnest 
hearts without even a flutter in her own. But now a 
new thrill came over her, a faint realization of what it 
is to be true and noble, and it brought a real joy, with 
a vague, undefined resolve to deserve, at least in this 
one instance, the kind friendship she had at length suc- 
ceeded in calling out. 

"Friends! — of course; and good friends we will be, 
too, Miss Nellie, if you care. Forgive me if I misunder- 
stood you. It was careless of me not to have seen your 
seriousness at first, but I thought you spoke rather 
lightly." This was too much for the feline-natured 
girl. She bent her head and managed to coax out a 
tear, which rolled down her round white cheek and fell 
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upon her hand. She meant to bo goocl, to bo true; but 
what matter if she did little things like this for effect, 
even if she did not wholly feel them? lie saw it, and 
his conscience smote him for his harsh judgment. Yet 
he was not naturally hard-tempered, nor accustomed to 
overlook the good gifts of those around him. Even a 
glance at his face would give an insight into his char- 
acter, — so gentle, so earnest, so kind, it sci^med. lie 
was of the Saxon type, large and fair, broad-shouldered, 
and manly in form. Light curling hair and a handsome 
mustache added greatly to his finely cut, expressive fea- 
tures, and dark, searching eyes of blue looked frankly 
and openly upon those around him, as if his own char- 
acter were so steadfast and upright that he could afford 
to open these windows of the soul to the gaze of all the 
world. 

Thcynvere travelling to a mountain camp situated 
high up in the forest-covered foothills of California, 
where a successful mine had called forth an army of 
toilers to unearth the treasures of the soil. Excitement 
had run high at the news of the first rich pockets, and 
a thriving little camp had sprung up like magic. A 
company formed of several capitalists had placed a 
valuable plant upon the mine, and pushed operations 
steadily forward until they had begun to realize some- 
thing in return for their expenditure. They had sent 
a superintendent to the place, who in turn was to ap- 
point a manager, and the choice had fallen upon Ed- 
ward Dennett, as the best of the enterprising actors 
who had first taken part in the proceedings. Althougli 
young, he was remarkably quick and clear-headed, 
understood machinery, and was by far the best man 
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But when they met and she saw Edward Dennett, 
manly and strong and noble, a grand fulfilment of the 
promiBc of his early youth, her love, licr ambition for 
j)owcr, her vanity, knew no bounds. Anything — every- 
thing — now for this one end. But she had wholly 
failed to impress him, — how deeply it stung her! — 
and she knew that he would never seek her except for 
the sake of old friendship, so she resolved to put herself 
in his way. His conversation of the camp, its mines, 
its forests, its mountains, and his mention of their fine 
new hotel, already visited by tourists, suggested an 
idea. Notwithstanding her mother's indifference, Nellie 
resolved to organize a little party of her friends to 
spend their summer among the mountains, in the clear, 
bracing air. 

It is not always easy to persuade friends to under- 
take something wholly untried when an opportunity for 
certain enjoyment that has never failed remains open, 
so she was not altogether successful. But at last she 
suggested it to Mabel Willis, a lovely, bright-spirited 
girl; and her descriptions of the fine, rare scenery and 
the new delightful mode of life were so fascinating, 
that immediately she had one firm adherent to the 
plan. Mabel lived with her aunt, a childless widow, 
prim and old-fashioned, and staid in her ideas, a veri- 
table terror to all young people's enjoyments; so that 
though Mabel had had the strictest training and the 
highest principles instilled into her mind, she yet had 
seen very few of the merry joy-days of life's spring- 
time. She was a gentle, affectionate girl, bright and 
happy-tempered, true and generous, and so her life had 
not been deprived of its best and fullest development. 
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She was rapturously fond of nature, and some of the 
brightest pictures of her remembrance were of quiet, 
dreamy hours spent on the rocky beach of some little 
inlet, whither she and her aunt had gone to spend an 
out-door day, watching the long plane of blue-green 
water, with its snowy flutes and frills of foam, moving 
with a slow, swaying motion toward the shore, to break 
into diamond-covered, angry little breakers on the beach; 
or of the evening star in a cold white sky, shining just 
above the line where the limitless ocean of waters 
seemed to frown dark and treacherous along the hori- 
zon's rim; or still again in the flying train where they 
moved along some steep, vine-tangled hillside, while 
far below flowed the bright thread of a deep, noisy 
stream, sending its clear splash and steady roar up 
through the thick line of trees that bordered its banks, 
and through the gorges, till its dull thunderings echoed 
for miles along its course. What a vision rose before 
her of the pine belt in the mountains, sweeping miles 
and miles along next the pearly shafts of snow ! She 
must go. Aunt Willis was generally as firm as ada- 
mant; but the proposition seemed to take her fancy 
somewhat this time, for Mabel was twenty now, and it 
was high time her clamoring friends were appeased in 
their desire to take her for a summer at some fashion- 
able resort. Indeed, this was an excellent and sure 
escape; so though outwardly reluctant, Aunt Willis 
privately received the idea with rejoicing, and resolved 
to go. Nellie Minton was anxious to start. Early 
spring was marvellously beautiful in the mountains, 
she said. The summer might be too warm for conifort, 
and then they might not be so pleased as they antici- 
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pated, so they would not have wasted all their summer- 
ing there, — this in advance, for fear she might wish to 
change her tactics. IJesides, she thought of the choice 
opportunity she would have to make the journey with 
Edward Dennett, and to do what she could to further 
her plans. But she dreaded in secret Mabel's pretty 
face and girlish, innocent manner, lest they should 
eclipse her. Then she thought of a way out of it, — to 
send word to her friends that they would start the day 
after the one wliich Edward Dennett had set for the 
trip, and thus delay them slightly, while she would be 
ready, and make it appear impossible to turn back. 

It all happened just as she had hoped, so she wrote 
a note to Mrs. Willis, regretting deeply the unfortunate 
occurrence, but saying that she would try not to be 
very lonesome on the journey, and would expect them 
the day after her arrival, when she would have all 
things in readiness for them, so that they would not 
be greatly inconvenienced, taking things altogether. 
She had taken a bold step, but it troubled her little; 
and so she set out in the best of moods. 

But she was disappointed. In vain were all her arts, 
her merry little ways, her charming, helpless indolence, 
— they failed even to interest her companion. He was 
polite and thoughtful for her comfort, and that was all. 

The daring attempt she had made, when she offered 
her friendship to him so appealingly, was a last resort. 
And now she glittered forth brilliantly, and the tear 
she had shed was really only an extra sparkle of her 
joyous spirits. 

"I am so glad — oh, so glad I — you have promised 
— that — Edward," — hesitatingly. " Because we 
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should be the best of friends, should we not, when we 
have known each other so long? There are no friends 
like the old friends, you know, — to me at least. And 
then this summer we shall see each other often, too. 
And I shall want a friend to confide in, and help me out 
of my naughty little tricks, when I need one. Ah, Mr. 
Dennett! you are always so kind, I 'm sure even your 
presence will be a protection to me"; and she finished 
with a little sigh. 

" You may feel assured that I shall make your visit 
as pleasant to you and your friends as it is possible for 
me to do," he replied. *'But where the world is beau- 
tiful, and care is absent, then pleasure is sure to come 
in the mere act of living." 

"0 no, not always. The world is often beautiful 
when our lives have lost every ray of sunshine." 

" But I said when care is absent, Miss Nellie, as it 
should be with you." 

**AlasI I am always caring for something that is far 
above me"; then quickly, for fear of being misunder- 
stood, "I mean far removed from my reach, as I thought 
your friendship was a moment ago, Mr. Dennett; and 
BO you see I am not always happy amid beautiful sur- 
roundings, even though as lovely as your snowy picture." 

By this time they had reached the ferry. The stage 
stopped suddenly, and the ferry-man called to the pas- 
sengers to get out. There was only one other, the as- 
sayer, who had a seat outside with the driver. They 
stood in a little group while the boat slowly drifted 
from one shore to the other, Nellie standing near Ed- 
ward Dennett, and the stranger a little aside from the 
rest, leaning over the rail and looking into the water. 
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lie had scarcely seen them yet during their journey, 
keeping himself apart to smoke and enjoy the trip un- 
molested, and seemed to feel very little curioaity about 
his fellow-travellers. On reaching the farther shore a 
sudden lurch of the boat nearly threw them off their 
feet, Nellie just escaping a fall by the stranger swiftly 
springing forward and catching her gallantly in his 
arms. Thinking it Edward who had caught her, and 
true to her instincts, she gave herself up to his protect- 
ing clasp for a moment longer than was necessary, and 
looked up into his eyes. The man started. "As I livel 
Nellie MintonI" ho said rather excitedly, and glanced 
at Edward. 

She recovered herself instantly, stood up in pert 
fashion, and replied, " To be sure. And you are George 
Brooklyn, as / livel" 

He did not feel exactly comfortable nor pleased with 
her presence, yet to make himself agreeable ho asked, 
" And what are you doing up here, Miss Minton, cross- 
ing a ferry in the twilight far from the haunts of civili- 
zation, and on the direct road to the mines?" 

" The same thing that you are doing, I presume," 
she answered, — "going there, of course." 

" Well, by Jove! that 's a surprise. I scarcely looked 
at you before, reserving to myself that pleasure when I 
arrived at my destination, where I know pleasant things 
will be scarce. How long do you stay ? " He had a 
neat way of excusing himself for indifference and in- 
attention; he was seldom guilty of open impoliteness. 

" That depends, of course, on my friends who are 
coming to-morrow. They were delayed, and I had to 
come with my friend here, Mr. Dennett," — herself feel- 
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ing not the most comfortable that he had caught her 
travelling alone with Mr. Dennett, when she would 
much rather he had not. He noticed it instantly, and 
resolved to use it. 

They were now on the other side. The driver was 
preparing the lights and watering the horses, and Ed- 
ward busied himself inside the stage getting out their 
wraps and robes to keep off the chill of the evening air, 
BO George Brooklyn took advantage of his absence for a 
word with Nellie. " Come and look at this branch of 
snow-plant sailing down the river," he called from the 
water's edge, and she could do nothing else but join 
him. 

" Nellie," he said quickly, when she reached his side, 
" will you do me a little favor ? " 

" Certainly, a little one." 

" Well, then, a moderately sized one; wo have always 
been on pretty good terms, have wo not? And I know 
you quite as well as you know nie." 

"Yes, but suppose you do? I am perfectly willing. 
I take good care usuall}'^, Mr. Brooklyn, and I 'm sel- 
dom caught, even if there might be a chance, onco in 
a great while, to expose some of my naughty littlo de- 
signs or fibs, — ha I ha I" 

" Yes, you are sharp. It beats the old follow him- 
self the way you crawl out sometimes. But time is 
short, and I will tell you now what I meant to say. It 
is this: let us not refer a great deal, during our iiieot- 
ings in the future, to our past associations, or tho 
friends of long ago. What say you? " 

"That's a beautiful thing to ask me to promise, — 
and what for, pray? " 

" Do you need to ask?" 
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" O no; but I thought I would, to kill time. How- 
ever, my word for this much: unless you conduct your- 
self to offend me, I am on your side and you on mine, 
everlasting, — or no, during our stay, I mean. Not a 
word that the whole world might not hear." 

" Thank you." 

She had an advantage, but she also recognized the 
slight power he had, so she was willing to make a com- 
promise so long as she had nothing to gain by not 
making it, and her promise was one easily broken also. 

" Her word to the deuce, where it came from," he 
muttered, as she walked away. " I'm tied up now with 
that deceitful minx to please for the sake of a mere 
existence. Confound it all." 

" All aboard," rang out clear above the roar of the 
waters, and the passengers took their places for the 
long ride up a rocky grade that wound over the hills 
broken by the wearing river. The lights shone out 
dim and yellow in the late twilight, the driver's whip 
cracked, and away they went up the winding road. 
Nellie, inside with Mr. Dennett, settled down cosily by 
him, and conversed pleasantly, finally drifting into one 
of her charming little humorous stories for his amuse- 
ment; while he exerted himself to make her comfort- 
able by tucking a wrap snugly about her, and placing 
a cushion for her to lean against. 

Night deepened, and hid the hills in a mystery of 
darkness, the golden sickle of the new moon gleamed 
out from the west, and the firs hanging close over the 
road brushed their blunt needles against the stage in 
noisy little showers of sound; while without, the driver 
talked and shouted to his horses, and George Brooklyn 
smoked away his uneasiness and wrath. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A STOP AT BOBINSON's. 

Her eye had a glow like the son of her clime. 
Which waked every feeling at once into flower. 

Moore. 

"St-a-ge!" long and loud the cry arose, and the 
watcher, having done his duty, started hack toward the 
house from his lookout on the hrow of the hill, while 
the waiting hostler led out his six shining horses, 
ready harnessed, and the cook in the kitchen, who also 
heard the call, began dishing up the soup and pease, 
and hurrying about here and there to have all things 
in readiness. Up through the late dim twilight shone 
two twinkling lights, and at length a dull, rumbling 
noise came nearer and nearer, until at last the dark 
forms of the horses rose to view, and the stage itself 
showed distinctly against the white glow over the hori- 
zon, coming closer and sounding louder; and then with 
a rush, and a great deal of creaking and hissing of 
brakes, the ponderous conveyance rolled up and stopped. 
"Robinson's," announced the driver; "half-past seven 
now; we start in thirty minutes "; and then went off to 
get a match of the hostler, with which to light his pii)e. 

"Three," reported the dining-room girl to the dis- 
gusted cook, returning from her place by a front win- 
dow, where she could see the passengers alight; and 
consequently several plates of soup were emptied back 
into the kettle, and there was much less haste in the 
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big hot kitchen. " Splendid business wo 'ro doing these 
days," said the cook, sarcastically, who took more inter- 
est than people in her position usually do, because she 
was one of tho daughters of the family who kept the 
house. 

" Only three, did you say, Lill ? Are you sure ? 
There might have been two or three more inside who 
did n't get out." 

** Only three, I said," replied Lill. " I would have 
seen them if there 'd been more, — two gentlemen and 
one lady." 

" And the lady and one of the gentlemen husband 
and wife, of course; and likely as not they won't eat, 
but will wait till they get up to the Royal Regina," said 
Lettie, the cook. 

" No, I say not. For one gentleman who rode out- 
side does n't say much to the rest, and the other man 
with tho lady is Ned Dennett of tho Lucky Streak. 
They're coming in, but the other fellow said he was 
dizzy, and thought he 'd walk up and down the porch 
to feel better." 

" Why, tell John to invite him in, and we '11 do some- 
thing for him, Lill. You can have Milcie give him a 
dose of the bitters to tone him up. Likely he 's got cold 
riding so far in the chill night breeze," directed Lottie; 
and Lill flew away to tell John. 

"Thanks," said George Brooklyn on receiving the 
invitation; "I shall be glad of the opportunity, for I 
am rather tired "; and he followed John into tho large 
square parlor, where a knot of pine blazing in the fire- 
place warmed the air, and a lounge with a soft pillow 
upon it looked very comfortable and inviting. Milcie, 
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but there 'b enough of us, — five girls, not counting my 
adopted sister. She don't live here, but teaches down 
in the valley." George smiled at this. He remem- 
bered some one who taught in the valley too. " When 
summer sets in we '11 bo rushed, I tell you; it'll take a] I 
five of us, and my brother John besides, to keep things 
looking smart. How long do you expect — " But her 
question was broken abruptly by some one rushing 
toward the door and hastily opening it, and a young 
girl stood on the threshold looking confused and half 
dazzled by the glare of the pine-wood fire. She was 
very pretty. George Brooklyn noticed instantly her 
large dark eyes full of warmth and expression, her 
black hair curling in heavy masses about her face, and 
the brilliant pomegranate color burning on her cheeks 
and lips. Her surprise at seeing him had completely 
embarrassed her, and she stood glancing half wildly 
around the room, not knowing what to do. She was 
quickly relieved by Milcie, who said cordially, " Come 
right in, Nita, and take a chair. This gentleman here 's 
been threatened with a fainting-spell, or something, and 
I 'm only burning a little spirits for him, — that 's all. 
Going up with the stage, I suppose." 

The girl advanced and seated herself near Milcie. 
She had a crimson shawl over her head, which she al- 
lowed to drop about her shoulders and reveal the abun- 
dance of her glossy dark hair; then she sat motionless, 
the color on her cheeks burning brighter, and looking 
earnestly and half pityingly toward George. He was 
pleased with her. He could see strong feeling and 
sensitiveness in her face, and he liked her dashing 
Spanish beauty, as well as her shy awkwardness. 
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" Did you see your father, Nita? " asked Milcio. 

" Yes," bashfully. 

" I thought you 'd catch him. Too bad they sent him 
after that fellow they discharged, because a whole 
load 's coming through to-morrow for the mine; and 
they won't be hard up for hands then, I judge. Did 
your father see him?" 

" No; he had word about the new force, so he camo 
back with me." 

*' Pshaw! I thought he'd go his eight miles for 
nothing when I heard of it. Is he going. to let you 
start up to Quartz Hill to-morrow? " 

'' I don't know. He said, since he was coming back 
with me, we need n't settle that till we got homo." 

"It would be rough on you to be riding round the 
country for the sake of asking him, and then not got 
to go after alL** 

During this conversation Nita looked steadily into 
the fire, except when she flashed a bright, admiring 
glance toward George, and caught him looking ai ber^ 
which compelled her to return again to her apparent 
etody of the glowing coab« When Milde li^ the room 
for milk with which to prepare the brandy, Gec^ge won 
anxioas to attract her attemiion^ boi «be mi immo¥^iA0 
SLB stone, without raising her eye9. ller^ wo^ yrmmm 
of zxnosewetii for Liia for tJ^e T«//Toeni^ ar*d if i!^J>^ liir^J 
n<jar hnfJkj fetr^^k, f/y>r^ in the futur*; yf;<Ai ';*nr1^5f J/. 
Eedd^^ h^ fc]t *]j^4]j j>5'^t»^J^ isAgisAHu^ l^r iti^/yy-^^ 
for isnfh&T^y^i^. 
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"You aro distant to strangers, I see," ventured 
George. 

" You are guilty of queer proceedings, for even a 
stranger," she replied haughtily. "I'm not a fool, 
sir." 

" Aha," thought he, " she 's wiser than I judged. I '11 
try another mode." Then aloud, "You might notice 
me, though, when you see I am ill, and feel lonesome 
here without friends." 

This partly won her, for she said, more pleasantly, 
yet with a touch of sarcasm, " I am sorry. Can I do 
anything?" 

" I Ve just been asking you, — rather suggesting that 
you be more sociable. It is cheering to have a pleas- 
ant word." 

Nita was equal to the emergency when she thought 
him rude to her, but now her bashfulness returned. 
She could think of nothing to say, though her expressive 
face spoke for her, — told him she could not fathom his 
behavior, and that she mistrusted him. He was ready 
for it, but Milcie returning with the milk and brandy, 
prevented further conversation. "You'd better drink 
it now," she said, " the stage 's about off." He drank 
it without saying more, and while Milcie helped him 
with his overcoat and gave him a flask of the drink she 
had prepared, for his use on the way, Nita slipped out 
quietly and waited in the porch for her father to bring 
around their horses. 

"Who is that girl?" asked George, when she was gone. 

" Nita Logan. She lives up near Lucky Streak, and 
her father works in the mine; he 's Irish, and her 
mother Spanish, — a queer mixture perhaps; but Nita 's 
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night." 

•^Thanks far jrwar kinJne^Sj^ \Wt^ t}>N I ^s ^^ 
BetUe?" 

" Nowhere. I Nre dcaoe noihing U> W \>j^ii^i isM\ \ h^hh Hn^ 
wdcome." 

George bowed politely, thnukisl hi^K" A^Mw^ m\A 
passed out into the jxm^h, whoi\> Nil** wrt* \v*U<hsi\ W 
is very easy to talk in tho dark* os|>^vi<Olv H «»^s»\^»Mhh\>i 
is to be said that might ri>voal oiutunrt^ppHh'hf ww 0\>« 
speaker's part; so ovou (uhu'i^o i\\u\ \\\s\ \\\\^\\\\ Ww 
his sake — chose a niouu*nt of «lnrKhi>na i»» npM^I*. \\\^s\r 
Nita's surprise might not hotniy ll»i»'ll" lii Imm I«»i'»», ♦iM>l 
thus doubly cmharriiHH \\o\\ iiiiil (ihui lii)ii<M(ini, niitHH 
truth loves the liglit and nror hlilop hi ihiiltMi'i'ri, hn 
felt it more consiutont on hiM own |mi'l' (tMviMk in hl<* 



44 ABOUND THE QOLDEN DEEP. 

appointed time. Nita stood on the end of the porch, 
looking out upon the pines that grew close to the house 
in dark, gloomy masses, and idly stirring a spray of 
honeysuckle that dipped into the cool, dripping waters 
of the tank beside the porch. George crossed over 
lightly to where she was, and laid his hand upon her 
arm. She started as if she had not heard him, shak- 
ing the vine into a shower of glistening diamonds over 
them both, and stepped backward into a little stream 
of light that poured forth from one of the windows, 
revealing the quick anger in her dark face. 

** I came for that sympathy you promised," said 
George, shrinking into the darkness, that she might 
not see the smile he could not repress. She made no 
answer, but stood half trembling, yet indignantly de- 
fiant. Then he came closer and bent over her kindly 
and reassuringly, and said: "Believe me, I am in 
earnest. I have found my maid of the mountains in 
you, for you are a sweet Spanish beauty." 

Still no word, but she did not move away from him. 
So with this slight shadow of encouragement, George 
put his hand caressingly against her cheek, and was 
about to whisper something close to her face, when she 
dashed herself violently away and stood before him, 
trembling with rage and indignation that she could not 
express. ''Go away !" she cried, so loud that George 
turned anxiously to see if any one had overheard her. 
The hostler and driver were standing near the horses 
talking, and did not seem to notice, but Edward Den- 
nett and Miss Minton were just passing out through the 
other end of the porch, for the warning cry had been 
given to the passengers to be ready to start, so George 
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realized that he too must go, else all attention would 
Boon be centred on him. 

"Well, good by; I must go now," he said. "You 
are unkind to me when I have chosen you to be my 
lovely mountain nymph. I will see you again, though; 
I could not resist seeking one so pretty as you. So 
good by again." And then he loft her, after linger- 
ing a moment for the answer that did not come; 
and when he had climbed to his seat on the stage, and 
comfortably composed himself, while the driver was 
drawing up his lines and taking off the brakes and the 
blocks were being removed from behind the wheels, he 
glanced back and saw Nita waiting just as she was be- 
fore he disturbed her, yet he knew that she had not 
been indifferent to him at least, for he could see her 
excitedly breaking off little clusters of the vine and 
throwing them impatiently into the brimming waters of 
the tank. He laughed quietly to himself, and turned, 
satisfied and forgetful of her, to watch the pine tops 
gently tossing in the night wind far below him in the 
canon as they rolled away. 

It was eight miles to Lucky Streak mines, and up 
hill a good part of the journey. The road led through 
heavy pine forests and along rock-armored hillsides, so 
that the ride was a dark one, and a rough one as well. 
George thought no more of Nita, for she and her father 
rode some distance behind the stage, and never came 
in sight. Finally, as they neared the top of a long 
grade, the cold grew so intense that George suffered 
severely, and asked the driver in desperation to provide 
him with some sort of scarf or blanket to wrap about 
his ears and neck. The driver fumbled about fruit- 
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IcBsIy for a while, but being so accustomed himself to the 
sharp night air in the mountains, he felt little sym- 
pathy, and so gave it up, telling George they would soon 
be down in a cafion again, where it would be sheltered 
and warmer. However, during one of their stops to 
rest the horses on the hill, Nita and her father came 
up to the stage, and a sudden thought seizing the 
driver, he called out familiarly, *' Say, Nita, ain't you 
got an extra shawl or saddle-blanket along? A weak 
chap aboard here 's most froze, and wants something 
to do up his neck in." Nita checked her horse's hurried 
step just in the glow of the stage-lamps, that revealed 
her, like a magic picture outlined against the dull red 
bank walling in the road on one side, her dark eyes 
glistening though half blinded by the sudden light, 
seated proudly on her steaming horse. 

"O yes, I've a shawl here behind my saddle that I 
do not use," she said, and began to untie it. The 
driver passed it to George when she handed it to him. 
She remained for a moment irresolute, and then ad- 
dressing herself to the driver, said vehemently, as if 
maddened at seeing George appropriate it to his own 
comfort, "No, indeed I Not for him I Give me back 
my shawl." 

George illy failed to hide his surprise, for thougli 
accustomed to acts equally ill-bred and cruel, he had 
never seen them performed so openly, yet he folded it 
with an humble air, and passed it back to her; still she 
did not relent, and only looked half ashamed as she 
took it. He tried to catch her eye, and show her by his 
face that he did not resent her unkindness, but she 
studiously avoided him, and when she had put the 
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learned, she had keen sensbEIhies that brooked x>o 
im^i handlfTngj even, thnogfi it vms ofered in the gaib 
of friendHnesE; and that oclj in a spmt of mDd retalia- 
tion Ae had returned what she had been cocspeDed to 
leoexre, thwigh ^>e did it in a raope objectionable form. 
Yet there were axziple exrases for her. — because she 
knew no other war to repel what she felt to be an io- 
snlt^ and because Ae eoold not bear it in silence. 

Afier she was oot of 9^t a stillness settled orer them, 
and both men sat lor a long time absorbed in thooght. 
— George reflecting jmA the most pleasantly on his 
eroshed ranitr, that had snfiTered at the hands of both 
Ififis Minion and Xita. The todling stage creaked, the 
horses stnmbkd over roeks that struck fire at ererv 
step, and the thick janes met above the road, sometimes 
letting throogh glimpses of the dark night sky lighted 
with its nebulous ifpIeridor«, whose pale light Ftnzggl^-^i 
through the colL clear air and reached them in slender 
bars of diamond brightness. The sharp air finally pro- 
daced a feeling of drowsiness, and George dozed off into 
a nap, sometiaiea waking suddenly as they went jar- 
ring over ruts, but quickly relapsing into unconscious- 
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ncss, until he was roused from a sound sleep by the 
sudden cessation of all sound, and an oppressive silence 
reigning, instead of the steady creak and clatter of the 
moving stage. While he was rubbing his eyes and try- 
ing to move his stifiened muscles, he heard the loud ex- 
cited cry of "Lucky Streak Mines!" ringing through 
the stillness, and saw a score or more of lights scattered 
about on the hillsides, flashing warmly through the 
gloom; so he climbed down from the s'^age, feeling very 
glad to follow Edward Dennett toward the great hotel, 
where a blaze of light from the brilliantly glowing win- 
dows promised waiting hospitality to the chilled and 
tired travellers. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

A OLmPSS OF THE DOOTOB. 
My Mul was like a star, and dwelt apart. 

Come and let us look in at the Doctor a week or bo 
after his visit to Miss Warren, as he sits in his quiet, 
cobwebbed office, situated out of the noise and excite- 
ment of the town, where the pink-and-white blossoms 
of the sweet-pease twine about his smoke-dimmed win- 
dows, and the swaying green branches of the locusts 
bend now and then to brush away in little streaks the 
thick layer of dust that has settled outside. It is a 
small room, but a bright one, with large windows look- 
ing out toward the east, that let in floods of sunshine, 
lighting up the faded green carpet and the shining gilt 
on the backs of his substantially bound books, ranged 
in even rows along the walls, and seeming to rest more 
tenderly than elsewhere on the Doctor's gray hair, 
blending its golden-brown and silver locks into beauti- 
ful lights and shadows, as he sits at his long, paper- 
strewn desk, his head resting on his hand, thinking 
gravely. 

The Doctor was a thoughtful man, a man who loved 
solitude and quiet. All his life he had kept himself 
apart from others, delving deep into the minutest re- 
cesses of study, trying experiments with his carefully 
collected heaps of herbs and chemicals, or writing the 
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results of his labors into lectures for delivery or publi- 
cation. Few people bad ever known him intimately. 
He had an aversion to strangers, notwithstanding his 
profession brought him into daily contact with them. 
To his friends he was warm-hearted and frank, but out- 
side the range of his friendships the Doctor was almost 
an awkward man, often finding himself in uncomfort- 
able straits, from which he usually managed to retreat, 
though not always in the most graceful manner. But 
a stranger who impressed him favorably was cordially 
welcomed to a place among his friends, and treated as 
such, however premature such unreserved and familiar 
behavior might appear. Indeed, the Doctor knew no 
other way to treat people; it was either in his own can- 
did, sincere manner, or he made serious blunders in 
trying to be ceremonious, and could only end in confu- 
sion or mortification. Thus people were his friends or 
they knew him not. But he was so self-sacrificing that 
he seldom asked a favor, and he was always so kind 
and obliging that few ever remembered they could do 
a service for him in return, and hence they received 
not that full, free confidence which, with people like 
the Doctor, is born of gratitude. 

Into his inner life — into that deep, secret place of 
the heart where few may come, even to those who are 
most open and free — no one had ever entered. If he 
had a sorrow, he bore its bitterest pangs alone; if he 
had a joy, its best delight lay far below that exterior 
which the world can see, imbuing his sensibilities with 
such an unspeakable charm, such a subtile delight, that 
he could never give it full expression without its seem- 
ing insipid to him compared to what he really felt. 
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And the Doctor was never insipid, surely, although his 
charity and his natural kindness often caused him to 
notice little things which seemed insignificant and al- 
most absurd when compared to his own native dignity, 
that could even permeate his comical little gig and his 
highly inappropriate yellow gloves with an air of grave 
importance because they belonged to him. Those who 
kne\ir him always recognized this dignity despite his 
eccentricities; and others, though often disposed to 
make light of his defects, learned speedily to respect 
him. 

But with regard to the Doctor's friend, his confiden- 
tial, dearly beloved and trusted friend, — alas for him I 
there had never been such a one. And still it was not 
the Doctor's fault. There was only one way into that 
holiest place of his heart, and he himself could not 
point it out. To one who had lived such an unselfish 
life as his, it was not strange that it should be his 
mission to serve others, and hear and minister to their 
misfortunes rather than to receive the loving care and 
the appreciative ear that had been his life-long wants. 
Who ever thought of sympathizing with the Doctor, 
whefn he was so necessary to everybody else's comfort 
that they could not spare him the time to brood over 
his own woes? In fact, most of his friends thought he 
never had any; for although unreserved in many re- 
spects, he was painfully timid with reference to himself. 

And so it can readily be inferred that since the Doc- 
tor had never known an intimate friend, his love affairs 
had not been surprisingly frequent. If his heart had 
ever known a touch of the divine passion, it seldom 
promised more than a remote fulfilment, — in fact, he 
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crushed it out if it threatened to lead him into any 
outward demonstration. But he had never known the 
sweetness of contented love, so no wonder he dreamed 
dreams and indulged fancies of what his heart longed 
for, and then banished them as sentimentally ridicu- 
lous, a creation of his own heart, and as something that 
did not in reality exist. 

But had the Doctor been less faint-hearted with re* 
spect to these things, he would not have been so easily 
discouraged as to cherish in silence or hide as un- 
worthy of manly, practical strength his want of some 
one to care for, or he would have at least experimented 
with it, to satisfy himself so far as his own case was con- 
cerned. 

That trite old saying about the sins of bachelors 
could not be applied to him with the dimmest shadow 
of truth; he was pure and noble, and true to himself so 
far as his light could guide him, and that is all that 
any of us can be. If we err then, it is rather a defect 
for which wo are not responsible, or an accident for 
which we should not be held accountable. 

And hence he had lived his life, little knowing what 
he missed, or how easily that obstacle in his path might 
be removed if any one could ever find it out, and often 
felt that after all, as many of us do, the world was not 
altogether such a charming place as he had at first 
imagined; yet he made the most of it for want of a 
better one, since he still had the advantage of escaping 
its deadliest sorrows, if he found not its most precious 
happiness. He took up life's duties very cheerfully, 
and even ambitiously, and much he had accomplished, 
earning eminence in his profession, and confidence and 
gratitude from many friends. 
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He was always in a hurry, yet he did not work rap- 
idly, for he gave such careful attention to the minutest 
detail, put himself out so often to help some one in need 
of his assistance, and so frequently indulged his habit 
of meditation, that he lost many minutes of what he 
considered his limited time. Yet he had ample patience 
with anybody who trespassed upon his valuable hours; 
and as an instance of this leniency, let us cite the case 
of his lazy white horse, that imposed on his benevolence 
so much as to take her own time on all occasions, 
though sometimes pretending to be in as much of a 
hurry as he. He knew it in a measure, and bought his 
big whip for her benefit, but he was too kind-hearted 
ever to use it, even though his smart Lady Snowdrop 
often took half a day to make a two hours' trip. 

And for an example of his meditative indulgencies, let 
us think of him as we see him on this morning when we 
uninvited intrude upon his unconscious hospitality and 
read his thoughts as he sits in his office so absorbed in re- 
flection that he has forgotten half his morning has been 
spent in this way, and that the fat white horse hitched 
out under the locust grove is luxuriating in the fact that 
she is two hours his debtor already, and that it is much 
pleasanter there in the balmy, sun-dotted shadow than 
dragging the gig away over the roads on the Doctor's 
journeys. 

He was taking all this time, — which he would re- 
gret further on he knew, — wondering whether Miss 
Warren would be horrified should he invite her to drive 
out to the hospital with him some day, and pay his 
languishing patients a visit; not that he was the least 
inclined to be attentive to her, but she was such a 



64 AROUKD THE GOLDEN DEEP. 

bright, cheerful girl, and appreciating woman's quick, 
intuitive discernment in the sick-room, he felt certain 
she would be able to make valuable suggestions which 
would never occur to him. He had seen her often 
since his first visit, and she had sometimes been fairly 
enthusiastic over their plans. If she had been less 
interested in the work she had undertaken, the Doctor 
would never have dreamed of such a thing; but he 
was now almost persuaded she would go if he ex- 
plained it to her, and yet he hesitated, fearing she 
would misunderstand him in some way. She was so 
very busy that she seldom availed herself of any little 
pastime; and now that spring was on her way over 
the low bright hills, with dainty early blossoms hiding 
deep in the new fresh grass, and waxy clusters of bu^ 
tercups shining in the dewiest hollows, he hoped that 
she would take as much pleasure in seeing them as he 
would in showing them to her, and perhaps that would 
be an extra inducement for her to go. 

He took up almost reverently her offerings for his 
patients, and noted how neat and fresh and sweet were 
the well-chosen bunches of lilacs and roses, honey- 
suckles, pinks, and chrysanthemums; how carefully 
selected her stories and sketches, clipped from papers 
or marked in magazines; and also how thoughtful a 
warm, sympathetic letter for one poor fellow he had told 
her about, and to whom she had conceived the idea of 
writing as a change for him, and perhaps a relief also. 
Finally he did what was very unusual with him in 
such a case, — he resolved to ask her anyway. And 
then he started up suddenly from his long reverie, hur- 
riedly placed his flowers and stories in a basket, took 
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bis medicine-chest and overcoat, and went ont to wake 
up Lady Snowdrop. 

Too much inactivity had made her lazier than ever, 
and all his urging could only induce her to jog wearily 
along on a slow troL 

Riding oat into Hie flubnibB of the village, be paaaed 
the little red school-house glowing Imghtly from it« 
grove of trees. It was recess time, and the children 
were scattered about over the grounds playing ball; 
while among ihe shrubbery he caught sight of the 
school-mistress walking up and down the green turf 
with a crowd of the younger children listening, wide- 
mouthed and breatiiless, to some wonderful story she 
seemed to be relating. In reality, it was one of her 
own invention, of fairy origin, and embellished elabor- 
ately with flying vehicles that looked like bees or birds 
when high up in the air, but which, wh^i they alighted 
on the ground, turned out to be only gigs, with great 
wheels for wings that buzzed round and round. These 
odd vehicles bad little fairies in them, whose hands 
were made of pui« yellow gold, which the other fairy 
folk disliked v^y much, although the queer fairies who 
flew about were very good pe<^le; and when the sky 
was darkened with these weird flying things, and the 
air was filled with a deep, roaring buzz, everybody 
knew that they were coming to bring honey-dew and 
pieces of bright, silver-hued cloud for all the poor little 
fairies that were not big enough to get these things for 
themselves. The gig part was not a premeditated fea- 
ture, but one that grew out of the story as she was tell- 
ing it, like a sudden inspiration, and she had just got 
to the place where she had to describe the htnnming 



66 ABOUHD THE QOLDEN DBEP. 

noise when something very appropriate to the story 
sounded out in the road. She looked, and there was 
the Doctor, appearing very opportunely, and so she 
laughed and felt quite merry over it. lie had thought 
when he first saw her it would be a good opportunity to 
speak, and then immediately his courage had failed, and 
he decided to postpone it to a future time, although the 
following day was Saturday, when he would have liked 
to take her out to the hospital. He had actually urged 
Lady Snowdrop into a run as he passed along by the 
fence and the gate, but Miss Warren suddenly caught 
a glimpse of him, and bowed pleasantly and smiled, as 
if to bid him godspeed on his mission, and then see- 
ing him pull up the reins slightly, ran down by the 
fence to speak with him. 

The school-mistress was sociable and agreeable and 
in the best of spirits that morning, so she chatted away 
animatedly, all the while looking curiously at his high- 
wheeled cart, and smiling to herself to think such a 
story about it as she had just been telling the children 
should present itself to her fancy. And finally, when the 
Doctor summoned up courage enough to suggest his new 
plan to her, and the thought struck her suddenly that 
she soon would have a drive in that odd little cart 
which had made such an impression upon her mind, she 
laughed outright, and thereby hurt the Doctor's feelings 
grievously; for considering his long meditation over the 
matter, he was of course even more sensitive than usual. 
But she answered him so heartily and earnestly, that 
she would take great pleasure in going, and seemed so 
sweet and gentle standing there under the trees, the 
rich yellow sunshine drifting down through the shad- 
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her hito the gig, that had undergone a poliBhing also, 
and drove her around to the Doctor's office. Yet she 
had known worse days, for she had formerly belonged 
to the first Dr. Knapp, who knew how to use a whip 
quite effectively, and she had been trotted out on nu- 
merous occasions and taken to the office, which had been 
his also, at very untimely hours, sometimes in the dead 
of night. But lately life had been getting so delicious 
tliat this treatment seemed harsh in comparison. 

The Doctor came out very briskly, and consequently 
gave her a terrible fright, by making her think it was 
really the first Dr. Knapp back again, and no doubt 
she felt as if she should be dealt with very consider- 
ately on account thereof; — of all which the Doctor was 
profoundly ignorant, and so could not be censured for 
not acting accordingly sympathetic, though it is more 
than likely he would have done so had he known. 

Miss Warren was not in a mood to laugh about the 
Doctor's cart this morning when he drove up, even 
though his horse stepped as high as ever, and he made 
such a short turn out in front of the gate that the huge 
fish-rod whip standing out grandly on the right appeared 
like a pivot with the left wheel and the horse swinging 
round it. She greeted him so cordially that he felt as 
delighted as a boy, and assisted her into the gig with 
far more boldness than he otherwise would have done, 
and could not help feeling a little proud, as they drove 
out of town through the locust groves, to have her there, 
— such a sweet, light-hearted young girl, shedding sun- 
shine freely all around her, and actually planning for 
and taking a deep interest in his work. 

Locustville was a pretty little village, itB homelike 
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was the whip and everything, even to the gloves. She 
turned toward the Doctor to see them again, — she was 
always so irresistibly attracted to them, — and saw on 
the lapel of his coat something she had not noticed 
before. It was a tiny bunch of forget-me-nots and 
honeysuckles, which she recognized as one of those she 
had sent him the evening before for his patients, 
although he had ingeniously disguised its identity by 
putting in with it a locust leaf, — the only thing in the 
way of an addition to the flowers he could procure when 
he took it. Her heart was touched. It betokened 
such feeling and pride, blended with such a gentle 
heart, that it sent a thrill and a warmth to her own. 
" The dear old Doctor," she said to herself; " how very, 
very nice and good he is I" 
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SCO him get mad and try to find out where it came from, 
and she said I should n't come into her ward again if 
bIic had to dust and sweep nights herself to keep me 
out, and she actually boxed my ears and pushed me 
through the door." 

"Who did?" 

"Why, that mean, old, vinegar-mouthed, lazy — " 

"Here, here! You are excited; you are too angry," 
said the Doctor. " Tell me who, without any descrip- 
tion of what she is like, — just the simple name." 

" Well, I will, if I can mention such a — such a — 
well, Mrs. Kent, who don't know anything but to eat 
and boss, and be just as fault-finding, and insinuating, 
and disagreeable — " She stopped, not because she re- 
membered the Doctor's injunctions, but because she 
noticed Lois for the first time, in her blind rage, as 
something worth seeing instead of a mere being in 
company with the Doctor. The two girls were about 
the same size, and had on hats nearly alike, broad- 
brimmed, bright straws of the same shape, but Nettie's 
was trimmed with knots of pink and white ribbon, and 
Lois had woven a bunch of English daisies into the 
lace on hers. Here, however, all likeness between them 
ended, for Nettie's flushed countenance suffered in com- 
parison with the soft whiteness of Lois's expressive face. 
The Doctor had mistaken Lois for this wayward, im- 
petuous girl that spring-time afternoon of the past, 
which seemed to her so very long ago, as he rode 
dreaming through the locust-trees; but he was so likely 
to commit such blunders from inattention that it was 
not at all surprising. 

"Aha I " said Nettie, changing her sharp tone to one 
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of jest; " I '11 bet I know your tricks, Doctor. Yon re- 
member one day some weeks ago when you came out 
from Locustville you told me you thought you saw me, 
but were mistaken. I — know — your — games. You 
were trying to flirt, and I just guess you have suc- 
ceeded — " 

"Come," said Dr. Knapp, sedately, stopping her. 
" I've no time to talk. Make no more noise here, Net- 
tie; it 's very unkind to do so; I 'd advise you to take a 
walk till you feel better "; and he passed by her in a 
hurried manner, as if annoyed. Lois opened her eyes 
wide in wonder. Who was this girl who dared talk in 
such a strain to the grave, dignified, yet kind-hearted 
man beside her? However ludicrous he might appear 
sometimes by his carelessness in minor matters, or 
about things with which he was unacquainted, yet his 
kind manner and profound learning won their way to 
the esteem and respect of all. 

However, he said nothing about her, appearing to be 
quite absorbed in thought, and Lois soon forgot it as 
they made their rounds through the quiet wards, and 
she found so much to do, and so many encouraging, 
comforting things to say to the poor sufferers, that the 
Doctor <;ompared her in his mind to a sunbeam shining 
down upon a patch of primroses, making them bloom 
out wherever she passed. He did not say quite so much 
as that to her, though; but she knew he was greatly 
pleased. Lois had never had much experience in car- 
ing for the sick, but her warm, quick sympathies sug- 
gested scores of things to relieve them. She remained 
long at the bedside Qf the poor man to whom she had 
written the letter, feeling especially interested in him. 
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was Buffering from a diflcase of tho heart that made 
him look old and haggard, though he had not yet 
reached middle age. His eyes were very bright and his 
mind very active for one bo wasted by the cruel hand 
of pain ; and she discovered before she had talked long 
with him an imaginative vein in his conversation that 
was very pleasant, so she lingered to interest him in a 
story of one of her little pupils, and, to keep up his in- 
terest in it, promised to write the rest as it developed 
with ttme. He listened with eagerness, and talked 
freely with her about himself when she had finished. 
Incidentally she learned that he was a lawyer, and 
that his name was James Knowles. He was not ex- 
actly poor, he said, though his health had always pre- 
vented him from accumulating wealth. Then he grew 
enthusiastic, and his eyes blazed with light as he talked 
of the law, and launched into long arguments, develop- 
ing into an orator of considerable interest, touching up 
his sentences with bright flashes of wit, and weaving po- 
etical fancies into the dull, heavy prose of law, in a way 
that was very ingenious. Finally, he forgot his weak- 
ness entirely, and half rose on his elbow, while his 
voice lost its hollow rattle, and grew clear and mellow, 
and rose louder and louder, till Lois was quite alarmed 
lest he should become too excited, and increase his 
illness. So, in a pause, she said she must go, but 
promised to come and see him again if she visited the 
hospital, and to write the rest of her little story as fast 
as she learned it; and leaving him a bunch of violets, 
she stole quietly away. 

The Doctor came to her in the little reception-room, 
after he had made his rounds, and told her it was time 
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for dinner. '^ I shall introdace yoa to a very good old 
lady, Miss Warren," he said. " She is a little queer, — 
a little odd, — but a very nice old lady. The young 
girl we saw as we came in is her grandchild, — a 
wayward girl, full of tricks and fun, a little high-tem- 
pered, but good in the main, I 'm sure. I generally 
dine there when I remain oyer here all day, so she will 
expect us." 

Lois went as in a dream through the wide, quiet 
streets, past lovely homes surrounded by fair, bloom- 
ing gardens, and green, bright lawns, and here a hedge 
ablow with brilliant flowers, and there another scatter- 
ing perfume on the soft air, — and all having a stately, 
quiet, and calm repose. 

"This is Mrs. Hunman's house, where we are to 
dine," said the Doctor; " I like it, and do not mind the 
walk, though it is quite a distance out in the suburbs, 
and I'm generally in a hurry, — quite rushed, — and 
can scarcely spare the time." 

It was an old, white, tumble-down house with a steep 
gable-roof and dim green blinds, but it was set in a 
mass of overgrown, luxuriant flowers, vines running riot, 
and trees with long, untrimmed, and whip-like branches 
stretching across the walk, and interweaving themselves 
into a tangle of apple and acacia, oleander and cherry, 
and scarlet-tipped pomegranate, until only the upper 
portion of the house, protected by the eaves, gleamed 
white through the glinting foliage. It was just the 
time of year to ramble through this queer old garden, 
when spring had changed its dusky green leaves to new 
ones, pale and oily and crinkled, and its grass grew 
knee-deep and sweet and wild, wilting in spots where 
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and washing dirty faces before any spectators who cared 
to look. 

And so she took it as a matter-of-fact duty to be done, 
while the Doctor was so inucli surprised that he could 
scarcely settle the thought in his own mind for a few 
minutes. Nevertheless, he rather liked the idea, not 
any more because it was entirely new to him to have 
young ladies — or old ladies, either — offer to mend his 
gloves, than because it showed a warm heart that loved 
to be helpful with true womanly instinct. 

Mrs. Hunman, a quaint old lady, with a long hook- 
nose, gray locks coiled in smooth loops on the back of 
her head, and gold-bowed glasses that were ever shin- 
ing in the light like chips of ice, opened the door for 
them as they came up the steps, and showed them, with 
a great deal of ceremony, into her little parlor, worn 
and faded notwithstanding the fact that the sunshine 
seldom got a peep into its musty corners to steal away 
their bright hues. She was very slow and old-fash- 
ioned, and, as the Doctor had said, a little odd; but she 
had a patient, motherly look upon her face, indicating 
tliat she was certain to endure the wilful pranks of 
troublesome Nettie, and all other annoyances, with 
gentle forbearance. 

Mrs. Hunman was seldom blessed with company. 
Her heart was so filled with her duties to the five 
grown sons, who came to " mother " like spoiled chil- 
dren whenever fortune did not roar with laughter, that 
she had little room left for other things. But to-day 
the dim green blinds were opened wide to let in the 
mellow sunlight, and out in the dining-room Nettie 
stepped about briskly to bring out Grandma Hunman's 
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snowdrop linen, her best silyer, and jBne chindy while 
grandma herself made costards, roasted joints, and 
prepared sauces that were a marvel of delicionsness. 
And Lois, who ventured out to offer her help, fell in 
with the spirit of this festive occasion immediately, and 
beat up eggs and made creams with evident satisfac* 
tion, even enlisting the Doctor into service by calling 
on him to open a bottle of catsup, and getting him to 
roam about the garden in search of a garland with 
which to decorate the table. 

After he had looked about helplessly in the hope of 
finding something apjmypriate, and even wishing it was 
herbs for medicine that he was hunting instead of 
flowers, he stood so in fear of offending Lois's ddicato 
taste, she caught up her hat and went out to help hirn; 
and together they rambled about through the wild old 
garden, annrng its frmt-trees and flowers, and IjfAn at 
last gathered a bunch of white lilacs, vanquishing the 
Doctor when he suggested that they add a spray of 
pomegranate to brighten it She was too practical to 
waste the fruit for the sake of the blossom, while the 
Dioetor argued that the flower when matured into fruit 
could not give more pleasure than it would now in tlie 
vase. However, she had her way, and said 3Irs, Hun- 
inaii^s pomegranate blooms should ripen if it depended 
en her to take them; so the Doctor gallantly dropped 
Ae subject. 

He could not maintain his ground against go fair an 
as Loi«. flitting aboat in the neglectf^d Iiixu- 
of the garden, her lithe form and light gray dre?i3 
mnmding him of a happy little bird, and her face, with 
flie soft white bloom upon it, of the delicate fairness of 
ttepale syringas. 
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And on this day, — this inspiring, cool, sweet day of 
spring, when the grasses drank the sunshine and seemed 
glad, and the birds sang as if all the universe were full 
of joy, when the far-off hills stood out from their envel- 
oping mists with a new beauty of purple, and seemed 
rek^asing from their heart of mysteries some spell of old 
that restored all the spirit longed for and dispelled its 
sorrows, — the Doctor himself yielded to this strange 
new charm of life, and felt his youth renewed, and 
hope once more, like a great rushing host of ploasureSi 
fill his soul. Ho felt it lift him up on another plane of 
existence far above petty discords and selfish ambitions, 
to show him the great billowy beauty of that unknown 
country he had never seen save in his dreams, to as- 
sure him that its mystic splendors were indeed a real- 
ity, and to give him a breath of its perfumed breezes 
and a taste of its pure waters that bring more happi- 
ness than any other blessing to the children of earth, — 
the sacred springs of love. 

The truth was, the Doctor was the veriest boy in his 
inward feelings; and it was the first free stirrings of this 
sentiment, which he had always crushed, that made the 
world seem fairer. The mere indulgence, as a tangible 
poBsibility, of these thoughts had unloosed the fountains 
of that holiest of holies in his heart, and the sweetness 
thereof seemed welling forth to enrich his life with a 
new-found glory forever after. 

And so it was that he gathered more than earthly 
flowers that day, when life opened its best secret for 
him; he gathered blossoms, which, even when they 
blight, press forth their fragrance through all the weary 
days that follow, to cheer us and remind us they were 
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culled from the fair countiy that borders on the fields 
of Paradise. 

To Lois the time seemed just like other times of 
spring and sunshine; no better joy was there than the 
bright reopening of the year, the sunlit day that was 
just like other days of light and bloom, and she was 
happy-hearted just because it was her nature so to be. 

But to the Doctor her very presence gave forth uncon- 
sciously a spell that was more subtile, more potent in 
the garden of his heart, than the warming influence of 
the sun could be in all the golden pastures of the earth. 
It not only revived nature, but planted neglected deso- 
lation with the sweetness of the rose. And with that 
quiet delight Came the purpose and the hope to keep 
her always near him. Not that this feeling took pos- 
session of his mind with any palpable distinctness; it 
crept over him with a peace that silenced all strivings 
after anything better, and he rested calmly in blissful 
contentment with the present, and felt satisfied with 
the undefined and beautiful yet unsought blessedness 
of the future that troubled him not. 

If good Mrs. Hunman was unusually careful in the 
preparation of her dinner, she felt thrice repaid for 
the trouble she had taken in the serving of it. It was 
a rare occasion to her. And she was pleased with the 
homelike scene, when all were seated around the table, 
her five sons, — most of them nearly as old as the Doc- 
tor, but all bachelors except Nettie's father, who was a 
widower, and back under his mother's care again, — 
jolly old Mr. Hunman with his grizzly side- whis- 
kers, and red hair all awry, looking like a subject 
for a picture-card, and Nettie cuddling up lovingly to 
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lior grnndpn, the only pereon in the world to whom Bhe 
was unifurnily rivil; and then the l)o<*tor and Lois, the 
distinguiKhod company who honored Mr^p Ilunman im- 
nioasurahly, niniply hy tlieir prenence. And never, it 
fscHMned to lier, did the light fall more prettily over her 
snowy linen till it seemed 6|x)tted with the white bright- 
ncsH of silver, over her {xdished glass till it glittered 
like cruHlifd ice, and even over the drops of water on 
the gohlet that held l/ois's lilacs till they sparkled 
with a clearness that seemed purity and freshness 
cryfitallized. 

Nettie was very quiet at first, hut cast inquisitive 
and meaning glances from her round blue eyes toward 
the guests at regular intervals. l\y her defiant air, she 
evid(.'ntly did not like Lois, yet she was more than or- 
dinarily interested in watching every movement. 

Mrs. Ilunman was bent on entertaining the Doctor, 
but her simple store of conversation concerned only the 
workings of her own home, so she looked up over the 
glistening spectacles and said very earnestly, " It 's real 
nice weather we *re having these days, Doctor, isn't it? 
Jfc heli)ed with the wash yesterday. I thought I 'd have 
him, because the sun was so bright that the things dried 
quick." The Doctor was not much mystified by this 
remark, though Lois was puzzled to know who "he" 
could be. "He" was always Mr. Ilunman. "He" 
constituted a comVnnation of gardener who never 
worked, and housekeeper who figcted around the house 
with the women folks as if it were his natural sphere; 
but Mrs. Ilunman never explained whom she meant. 
That was always to be found out by tin* elucidation of 
subsequent transactions in which "he" ligured, or by 
direct questioning. 
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Dr. Knapp agreed with her, however, that the weather 
was very pleasant, and then asked, " Did you try your 
new plan of feeding peppered milk to your chickens, 
Mrs. Hunman?" 

Nettie's eyes snapped, and she was prompt with an 
answer before her slow old grandmother could realize 
what had been said. 

" Feed it to them I I should say we did, and it efiTected 
such a cure as would make Rome howl with envy, — or 
at least, any one would think it might be Rome, and 
two or three heathen cities thrown in, if they *d beard 
the dogs, their mouths watering for chicken bone«." 
There was a vindictive little tone in her voice, that 
meant something, though she intended all shoold tin- 
derstand her as jesting. 

" I guess you didn't feed it to them — ^ eammeruxd 
the Doctor. 

" But did n't I just tell you we didf " mapped SettU. 

" But not in a proper quantity, — you gave tbem t/y> 
much." 

" Well, suppose we did. Lote of people get U^ K^yA 
of lots of things, but they don't alware die aW^ it- 
Pity they don't sometimes. I'd admiciirt^ «^rr*ril 
doses of *too much' then- But I doo't thlftk y/*t^4 
ever get too mucH flirta — " 

"What a charming garden roa hare. Mf«. Ifvf-- 
man," remarked Lois, in^pt^^xjnslr. ju;et ^> *ijk rjfj(;.A 
moment, 

" Yes, a delightfuBj coQTe^5e!it plfc<je f>r -Ivrf/^fc laA 
young ladies '" — jtifI a fli^M eixjA^^lt of- *r^ ' yr.'t " 
that made an impTf^iori, r^/t y^i^A ia*. v*-.>'*/'^ ''-'/'' J- 
— "to roam about maJkisuf V/t — Vn^Ay k/^r^^^^jt- iK 
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was built just for that, of course. But why did n't yoa 
take tho pomegranate flowers, Doctor ? It would have 
been much prettier. I heard you quarrelling about it, 
and I picked a lot anyway, afterward. They 're in the 
parlor now." 

** Well, come to see the lilacs alone, they are quite as 
pretty as they would be with the others," said the Doc- 
tor. 

*' Yes, I 've no doubt you think so. You are a man^ 
and a man always likes the homeliest things in crea- 
tion; perhaps because they are so much like himselfl 
But — " 

Mrs. Hunman was horrified. ^^ Nettie," she said, 
slowly, " you are very saucy. You had better not stay 
here. Howard, can't you say something to her ?" 

Nettie sat silent but defiant. Mr. Hunman came to 
the rescue, and said gently, "Nettie, I really think 
Jack is sufiering for water. 'E 'as n't 'ad any to-day 
that I know of. You 'd better tend to it right now." 

Jack was grandpa's dog, and Nettie liked him only 
because grandpa did; but his words pacified her some, 
and she prepared to leave tho table. One of her long 
array of uncles, the invincible Byron, who loved to 
add a word or two to aggravate her when she was in 
an angry mood, said, tantalizingly, " If the report goes 
out around town that you have to be sent from the table 
many more times, you '11 never get married in the 
world." 

" Neither will any of the rest of you," replied Nettie, 
with telling efiect. She even wished that she dared to 
add something about the overwhelming majority of old 
bachelors and old maids, and even old widowers, at tho 
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table, but she refrained for grandpa's sake; so with a 
bow she rose, slyly pushing the dishes ahead of her, 
until they struck a pitcher of cream, that was overturned 
into Lois's lap. Then she left the room laughing to 
herself, and hurried away so fast that she could not 
hear Mrs. Hunman's call to bring a damp towel quickly, 
and the good old lady had to get it herself. But she 
was even slower than the Doctor, who succeeded in fur- 
nishing napkins and his handkerchief before she re- 
turned. 

Lois could have cried about her dress, but she said 
nothing, and after the cream was all wiped up and the 
meal progressing in quiet again, she even forgot it. 

The Doctor was such a gentleman in his instincts, 
notwithstanding his shyness, that he adroitly intro- 
duced subjects agreeable to all, and made Mrs. Hun- 
man's dinner a very pleasant one in spite of wicked 
Nettie. Besides, he was very happy this day, and his 
happiness was so contagious that it put every one 
around him in good humor. 

And after dinner, and an hour or two had been spent 
with the family in the pleasant little parlor, the Doc- 
tor left Lois to discuss with Mrs. Hunman whether 
"he" had better skim the milk at night or in the 
morning, and went away to bring Lady Snowdrop and 
the gig around to be ready for their departure. He 
had left her down near the hospital, so he had to walk 
quite a distance, and it was getting late when he drove 
back. 

The sunbeams were beginning to fall aslant, and 
steal in through the purple shadows with subdued 
light, when he drove up to the gate at a side en< 
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trance to the garden, and the children had gathered 
around for evening plaj. A group of boya were march- 
ing up and down t)e8ide Mrs. II un man's house, bearing 
something triumphantly above them on a stick, while 
a steady fire of turf and dirt was pelting them from 
over the fence. This thing that they bore so proudly, 
and sang " hi diddle dum de dum " to, looked rather 
familiar, but somehow the Doctor could not understand 
what this mass of crushed straw and soiled pink rib* 
bon could mean. 

** What are you doing, boys?" he asked. 

Young America, in the form of a blank-faoed nrchixii 
turned and answered, "Huh?" 

" What have you there on that stick? " 

''0-o-ohI That's little sputter-up's hat. She tore 
it up and flung it out hero; an' we've got it an' are 
a-plaguin' her with it. She 's the girl that lives in that 
there house, an' she gets awful mad. Her name 's Net- 
tie Ilunman. I heard her rowing, an' she said right 
out loud that it was homely, jest like some other girl as 
had one like it." 

And when they were advised to discontinue their 
sport, the boys reminded the Doctor that he did not 
refrain from having good times when he was a "young- 
ster," and could " git 'em," although the Doctor know 
better. 

But that was the last he saw or heard of Nettie that 
day. When they drove away she was not present with 
the rest of the family to bid them good by, and then 
they forgot even her existence in the beauties of the 
fading day, the rosy sunset and the Floepy flowers that 
curled up into mere buds, and left whole meadows, that 
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had flamed with gold or scarlet, XK>thing but dotted 
beds of green. 

The rich tender dusk etole around them as they 
drove along, the dews fell over the dim and fading 
pastures, and the tall grasses, heavy with its weight, 
nodded over shrill-voiced crickets that buzzed and sang 
for miles along their way, while the road stretched 
white and curving far out ahead of them, through grassy 
plains, till lost in the groves of Locustville. 

Snowdrop travelled along steadily, being headed for 
home, and the Doctor felt this the happiest day of all 
his life, even unmarred by the trifling events that had 
seemed to disturb it; so he drank in with a reverent 
feeling all the beauty of the fading landscape, swim- 
ming black and mystic up against the burning line 
along the west, and the darkening blue dome above, 
where the stars swung like golden censers raining 
incense through the balmy air, scattering all around 
upon the cool, gentle breezes a fragrance and an elixir 
that seemed even to renew his life, and satisfied all the 
yearnings of his lonely heart. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

tJNSEEN OBBERVER8. 

Keen eyei that glow 
Uneeen from brmmblet 
Crowned with bloom, like snow. 

Selected. 

MoRNiNO in the Sierras I What a suggestion of 
breezy freshness in the cold, clear air, steeped in the 
rare sweet aroma of the woods ! What a vision of 
snow-peaks and lofty pines, and cool, dark cafions over- 
grown with creeping vines and rank, rich ferns I 

Nellie Minton rose early, hoping to see Edward Den- 
nett before ho became engrossed in business so deeply 
as to forget her; and had she been of a diflerent tem- 
perament, she would have been sufhciently repaid for 
it though she had missed him. As it was, though it 
did not wholly satisfy her, she could not lielp entering 
into a mild admiration of the view from her window, of 
the wild mountains, clear-cut and brightly blue, deep- 
ened with purple folds and seams, and set between a 
chain of snow and the great timber belt sweeping over 
the nearer hills in a vast surging ocean of fir and pino. 
" It is very pretty up here," she said, as she turned, 
yawning, to the mirror. " Tliough it is not at all as I 
remember the place. I 'm glad I have one whole day 
to myself, anyway; to-morrow perhaps I '11 not be so 
pleased. I wonder if I have too much jewelry on for 



break&st at a oauntiy resort,'' finireying herself in her 
elegant dark moTning-dress. *^ I cannot spare ear-rings 
nor pin, and my watch I hate to leave up here, for fear 
I may not see it again. Well, well, here it goes. I 
could afford to lose it if its absence would gain me any- 
thing in another direction," 

Miss Minton descended the stairs to the bright little 
morning-room, where several of ihe guests had already 
assembled and were admiring the beauty of the scenery 
from the broad, clear windows looking out toward the 
majestic, cmn-hathed mountains. But ihe clear jn<xn- 
ing had no further charms for her when she found none 
of her Mends among them, and so she seated herself 
by the fire, away from the rest Soon she heard a 
quick, firm step along the hall, and Edward Dennett 
appeared in the door. ^ Good morning. Miss IGntoQ,^ 
he said, cheerily. ^You are sitting by the fire; aro 
you chilly? I was just coming to invite you to view 
our splendid landscape from the veranda.^ 

"No, indeed, I'm not cold," answered Nellie. **I 
was a little lonesome, that is all, and so I came h^e by 
myself," she added, demurely, and rose to follow him 
out. She went into ecstacies over the tall yellow pines, 
the unpretentious yet picturesque camp below them, 
where the miners lived, the mill with its new roof 
reaching high into the trees around it, and the torn 
piles of red earth and rocks gleaming still beyond. 
All this was magnificent when Edward was standing 
near her, though she saw but little of its beauty when 
he was absent. 

He escorted her into breakfast and waited on her 
very politely, and aftenrard brought her a number 
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of entertaining books and inagazincn, saying kindly, 
*^ These, I hoix;, will afford tsonie {laMime for you, Miss 
Nrllie, when you are wcraried with l<N>king al)OUt the 
place. I regret that I cannot npare a little time to 
relieve your loneliness to-day, but business is so urgent 
I fear I shall be hurried as it is. I wish you a pleasant 
day." With these words he hastened away as if he had 
already intruded upon his precious moments. 

Nellie was not a young lady who was fond of reading. 
She looked over the books carelessly in her room, and 
then put them aside without reading a page, yawning 
indolently, and saying to herself, *' Well, well; now I 
nmst depend on George Brooklyn to amuse me. lie 
shall, too, or I '11 amuse myself some time, — at his ex- 
pense." But the unhappy George escajx^d this evil only 
by enduring a greater one, — he was too ill to rise. lie 
had taken a severe cold on his journey, and so kept his 
room nearly all day, leaving the restless Miss Minton 
to interest herself, — which she managed to do, though 
not very successfully, until she saw him come out 
toward evening and wrap himself up as if intending to 
take a walk. A thought which seemed to Nellie singu- 
larly bright suggested itself to her, and taking her hat 
and a light wrap she went out too. " It *11 be fun," she 
thought, '^ and I don't care much if he does catch me; 
he knows I have the advantage, anyway. It '11 be jolly, 
in the absence of anything better, to see what kind of 
mischief the wretch will indulge in first." 

Ho walked along listlessly across the hillside and 
through the trees, till he came to a little bridle-path 
winding in and out among the ferny rocks, and over the 
wood-tangled gulches, and at last reached a little open- 
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ing where tbej could see anafiher path that croBsed the 
grssey Fwale just below, George was disappearing in 
the thicket on the other side of this bit of cleared 
ground, and Nellie was watching him, to see if it was 
beet to venture across, when she ol>BerTed him stop and 
look at some object through the trees opposite, and "ttke 
next minute Nita came in sight in the opening on the 
woodland trail below, skipping gavlv along, with her 
shawl over her head, Spanish fashion, and a basket of 
eggs on her arm. The dark-green pines and the fresh 
brightness of the flowery meadow made the loveliest 
kind of setting for this sylvan beauty, dark -eyed and 
brilliant, with the rich, glowing hues of the wild ma- 
drono on her rounded cheeks. Nellie remained quiet till 
she saw Cieorge seat himself on a rock as if to wait f<H* 
Nita's return from the hotel, whither the eggs were most 
likely to be taken, bo the did likewise on the other side 
of the clearing. She found the delay tiresome, bent as 
she was on seeing the remainder of her amusement; but 
George, after his brief imprisonment, and being too 
ill to have any surplus of wicked animation, rather 
enjoyed sitting on this rock in the sweet-scented wild- 
wood, watching the sun tip with its fsuiing beams of 
reddish gold the shadowy masses of tall fir and pine, 
the low, white-crowned bushes of the chaparral, and 
the mantle of plushy green which lay spread out over 
all the ground, from which the Uttle crickets were al- 
ready beginning to make their weird songs. The sun 
was nearing the horizon out beyond the woods in the 
west, when Nita came hurrying back from her errand, 
swinging the empty basket, and at last putting it on 
her head, and trying to see her way through its open 
willow-work. 
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George rose when he saw her coming, and went down 
by the lower trail, standing behind a hedge of biuhM 
to be in readineBS^ which gave Nellie an opportunity to 
cross the open space before Nita could see her. She 
hid herself at a convenient distance from George, and 
listened. 

When Nita came along he stepped out beside the 
path, and playfully pushed the basket off her head 
iK'fore she saw him. She gave a wild, shrill scream, 
like a frightened animal, stood trembling a second, and 
then sat down on a fallen log, and began to cry. 

" Come, como," said George, " don*t cry. Don't yon 
see I did n't intend to startle you. I am very sorry," 
— penitently. "But you are irresistible, and when 
out on my walk through these lovely groves I acci- 
dentally saw you coming down the path, all else lost 
its beauty; but you see I could not admire you as 
you passed with that basket over your head, so I was 
tempted to remove it." She did not reply to this 
apology, but George seated himself on the other end of 
the log, and began to gather a little bunch of lilies 
that grew in the shade beside it. 

He looked handsome as an Apollo in the waning 
light that touched up his features with a stately glory, 
while his pale face and his dark eyes, large and lumi- 
nous, lost all their old expression of mocking vanity and 
selfishness, and seemed sincere and noble. 

"Here are a few lilies for you," he said at last. 
" Nothing is beautiful to me when you are near," offer- 
ing them to her. 

She took them petulantly, and rose as if to end tho 
matter, but she caught sight of his face turned toward 
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her, 80 graye and esmest that she relentefl, and stood 
twisting the bending stalk of a yoong fir aa if ahe 
would part on more firiendly terms. George was aware 
of his advantage immediately, and left his seat also. 
*' Nita/' he said^ ''^ do not treat me so. All are strangers 
to me aboat the mine, and I need tlie pleasant fcend- 
ship voa could give. Is there any harm in being kiiii 
to one another, I wonder? Come now, be even as 
friendly as yoa were to the driver last nighty and I 
shall be satisfied.'' 

" Well^ I can do that if yoa really want to treat mtt 
nice," said the dark girl, smiling, "* I 'm willfn^ to be 
on speaking terms if yoa ain^t trying to make fiin aat 
of it, hoDor bright. Seems to me yoa 'r^ not voice 5Wr 
polite as yoa oaght to be. I 'm *!rrf yt>i we^e rrxr* fee 
than yoa shoald have been lost night, anii I nx ^c^t I 
would n't let yoa have my shawl ax^ it. — ^her*:^ '^ 

Poor child! How deceived to adc him. v# v^il rier 
truthfolly that he did loc want axTLosement ox HuKT 
acquaintance, when it was the ooly tKfr^r he iftnu^t 

But he was actually winning thia ihr fcea-ir./ irx^ 
" never noticed," as Milcie had told hxs^ zcA ie v*^ 
elated with this little victory; for fce«ide^ h^ hkd */* 
overcome the prejudice which he had already xm^mcj^^ 

" Well, let 'a forget all difTetencea^ ai^rvay.^ f*^/.>A 
George. " Are yoa going away vjfKii I ie^r-i rv; %^ 
your friend sjieaking of it laft lii^t, y/r; k;y/ir.^ 

"No. My father says laUr tr.* \u tJ-e t-.tc^t:,^ 'f^M 
be better for me to go, when it will i^A l>e *</ v/^i /-% t;>^ 
higher country." 

"Good fortune flw me," ol^ierred tLf? i/M//rr^.i/>; <i v>^- 
terer. 
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'* I must hurry along," Nita eaid, blushing and sad* 
denly remembering herself. "Mother's at home all 
alone." 

**May I go part way with you?" said George, 
meekly. 

" O no; I could n't, surely. O no; don't ask me, 
please." 

" Why not ?" persistently from George. 

"Kecause I could n't let you." Nita scarcely knew 
what to say. She could not give him a plain and grace- 
ful excuse, but l)ecame uneasy, and answered him so 
excitedly that he could not make up his mind whether 
she was waiting to be coaxed or really did not want 
his company. She was nervously tearing off strips of 
tender bark from the young fir near her, and George 
was reminded of the honeysuckle vine at Robinson's 
that had suffered on a like occasion, when be could not 
by any possibility think she liked his advances. So he 
said only, "I hope you will get along safely, though I 
would enjoy this sunset far more, facing it with yon, 
than going homeward and turning my back to all the 
brightness of my day. Good by." 

" Good by," answered Nita, feeling relieved to be rid of 
his presence, yet going rather reluctantly, and glancing 
shyly back at him standing by the vine-covered log, 
seeming handsome and manly in the soft radiance of 
the western light. 

When she was out of sight around a curve in the 
path, Nellie parted the bushes of her hiding-place and 
came out. "Good evening, George," she called. "You 
and I take our walks at the same time, I presume. I 
thought you had a severe cold. It don't pay to hunt 



misehief at tiiis hoar, tat H^ getting cHIIj> Sir 
George," 

He stood coofiised^ ifoodering if ehe had just come. 
"She Kstened, 111 wager, if she arrived in time,** 
thought he. 

"'Oh, profound meditation! how oft have I — *** 
quoted Nellie, tragically. *^* You '11 get a worse caress 
from the ice-maiden than you have now if vou stand 
there sunset-^zing. Come, let us go home. Take my 
wrap, I 'm warm from walking and can do without it,'* 
she said, taking off her soft, delicate shawl, and shrug- 
ging her trim shoulders as if to keep away the cold. 

*'0 no, thanks; I couldn't think of depriving you. 
I 'm well provided for." 

"But you are not. Put this around your throat," 
Nellie insisted; " and come straight hack to the hotel," 
she frirther ordered; and taking his arm, piloted him 
off, laughing to herself at her success, and the douht 
she had raised in his mind. 

Later in the evening Nellie sat in the brilliantly 
lighted parlor with Greorge, whom she had persuaded to 
remain up with her to await the arrival of the stage, 
though he pleaded earnestly the privilege to retire. 
Although the hour was late, there were many still 
about, looking anxiously for their mail, the news, or 
their expected friends. 

Nellie glanced at her watch. " If they left that place 
called Robinson's at eight o'clock, as we did, they ought 
to be here soon," she said, to encourage the drowsy 
George to keep awake; but it was unnecessary, for be- 
fore she had finished speaking there was a commotion 
outside, the rattle and rumble of wheels, a chorus of 
excited voices, and the stage had come. 
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She sent George out to see that her friends were 

Fliown into the parlor, whore she wua waiting, and he 
returned in a few niinutoB, followed by Mrs. WilliH and 
Mal>el. 

Nellie flew to meet t)iem with extravagant words of 
welcome, and deBcriptions of her travel and her lonely 
day. *' Ihit Mr. Dennett han l>een very kind during all 
of my exile/' fshe added slyly, ignoring the contribu- 
tions George had made*, Iioth involuntarily or with hiii 
reluctant consent. However, he knew Nellie too well 
to exj^'ct anything else; and Wsides, amidst all the 
noisy chatter and confusion of troulilesomc i>ackage8 
that Mrs. Willis was constantly losing and finding 
again, he was enjoying a most comfortable stare at 
Mabel. Nellie was taking off her wraps, and the two 
girls were talking freely to each other, while he, half* 
forgotten, compared the quiet grace and classic beauty 
of Mabel with the lively and trim Nellie. He was 
spellbound. Mabel was tired and travel-worn and 
cold, but she was lovely still, — lovely in every motion, 
in every word, in every lo<jk. And again, how poorly 
did the uncultured, banhful Nita, with all her wild, 
dashing 1x;auty and impatient ignorance, compare with 
this high-lK>ra girl, her refinement blended with serene 
dignity, her light-hearted (spirits wedded to dainty lit- 
tle feminine graces and mo^iesty I She was truly beau- 
tiful; George thought he had never lH.*fore beheld one 
so lovely. The glossy coils of her dark brown hair 
were woven like a crown upon hor head, her oval 
patrician face had borrowed the pearly crystal white- 
ness of the snow and the delicate Hush of the wild 
mountain rose; wliile her eyes, dark hazel, deep, and 
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lustrous, were shadowy as twilight under tho delicately 
arched brows that relieved the pure whiteness of her 
forehead. 

George Brooklyn was one of those weak, vacillating 
creatures to whom the last pretty face is always tho 
most beautiful. In a measure he realized it himself, 
although he was so superficially bright, so adopt at 
making a good appearance while performing an action 
unworthy of dignified manhood, that he escaped oftencr 
than he deserved hearing tho unenviable appellation 
of "susceptible" applied to himself. Ho recognized 
the fact that he had admired a score or more of pretty 
women in his life, and even imagined he loved a gen- 
erous few of them, though ho knew he had been cured 
more quickly than story-books relate, and sooner con- 
soled with another love when unkind fortune separated 
him from the first. However, he thought the authors 
very likely exaggerated these things for better effect, 
and besides, he thought it particularly smart and cap- 
tivating to have a number of such afiairs to remember. 
Only they who are incapable of deep feeling themselves 
scoff at the misfortunes that befall others through this 
cause. 

Such shallow-minded creatures as these are generally 
the ones who imagine that they have fallen in love at 
*• first sight." Although " love " seems to be rather an 
extravagant term when used instead of admiration or 
fascination, yet this is often the only kind of love of 
which they arc capable. There is none of the respect 
and esteem, the tenderness and solicitude in it, tho 
sweet, happy remembrances, the delightful dreaminess 
of past scenes, tho strange, clinging spell, the fragrant 
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blossoming of tho aflcctions, that charactcrizo real love. 
And thus it happened that George Brooklyn truly be- 
lieved that he had become deK|MTat4*ly in love in loss 
than half an hour. Nellie at laKt thouglit of intro- 
ducing him, when it came time for her to Hcnd for some 
one to show the newly arrived gucHtt* to their rooms, so 
he had no opportunity for his oily ilattery, or to aecom- 
niodatingly dance attendance to every suggestion of 
tiieir wants he could discover. To strangers these ways 
schemed very acceptable and delightful, yet they varied 
in the degree of appreciation all the way down to excit- 
ing sheer disgust, and appearing consummately silly to 
those who knew him well. 

On this occasion Nellie mentally commented upon 
his unrelieved anxiety to make himself as conspicu- 
ous as he wished to Mabel Willis by this means. " How 
diflcrent it is from Edward's high-bred and native gal- 
lantry I" and she tossed her head v;ith pride at the mere 
thought. ^'It seems as if Edward p<Tforms nil those 
courteous and grateful kindnesses as simply and unob- 
trusively as breathing; and that such little interrup- 
tions never disturb in the least the broader and nobler 
objects that occupy his mind. Hut I ])resume (icorge's 
mind is essentially diflerent, — and especially as to oc- 
cupations," she concluded, with an unconscious smile. 

After they had gone slie paid attention to Georgo, 
since it was worth her while to give him an idea or two. 
It was greatly to her own account that he should mo- 
nopolize Mabel, yet she did not wish to appear too 
solicitous to throw Mabel in his way, fearing that he 
would tire if he had an easy victory; and so she put 
him in the background as much as jKissible at thoir 
first meeting. 



''HeighOy*' she said lazQj. ^I'm Aeepyy mod I'm 
Bure you 've made a great sacrifice, Cre<^ge, to keep me 
company when yoa are more than half ill, anyway. 
It was very kind. 1 11 repay yoa some time in like 
degree. But then, come to think of it, you should 
consider a glimpse of a girl like Mahel Willis enough 
compensation. I should, I know, if I were such an 
enthusiastic admirer of the fair ones as you are.'' She 
meant such a soft Tom Fool ahout it, for Nellie under- 
stood him quite thoroughly; and though unprincipled 
herself in many things, she still could see the ridicu- 
lous folly of pnHniscuous love-making; and though she 
liked to flirt, hoth for amusement and to obtain favors, 
she still had one virtue in the matter, — her own feel- 
ings were seldom touched. 

" I have n't suggested reward," returned George. 
" However, as you say, I 'm independent of you, for 
you did not furnish me with my best enjoyment, — 
that of seeing, for about ten minutes, firom the edify- 
ing background of snubdom, a very beautiful young 
lady." 

Nellie laughed two or three long ripples of laughter, 
and ignoring his reference to her treatment, said, " She 
18 almost too pretty a girl to be backed up by a solid 
fortune, and only one aunt for a relative." 

George's eyes sparkled. This was better yet. To 
such as he, the gratifying spice of money was enough 
to attract him even away from his beloved hobby, — 
that of love-making; but both offered in one object 
seemed like a freak of fortune at least. 

" I 'd give up half the good luck to be rid of that 
Bcheming witch who runs things in such an exasperat- 
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ing fosliiony with sionc-faccd impudence, for the Bake of 
winning the other half in iwucc," thought George as he 
wont to rest, listening to the grovelling clamor of his 
Bi^lfish Roul inRtoad of the lyric music of the pines toss- 
ing in the moaning wind, tliut told in its unmeasured 
harmony one thing, if that alone, — the great mystery 
and the supreme grandeur in the boundless universe of 
nature's own unsullied loveliness. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A CITY girl's adventure. 

Nothing good bursts forth all at once. The lightning may dart 
out of a black cloud; but the day sends his bright heralds before 
him, to prepare the world for his coming. — Hare. 

The good things of life seldom come to us suddenly. 
The seeds dropped quietly and unobserved into our 
hearts make for themselves a place amongst our other 
joys, — they expand, they grow, they flourish, and then 
they blossom with a fragrance that seems to absorb all 
our other thoughts, and at last change into the very 
crown and promise of our being, and we marvel at the 
desert which we once endured. Alas for those that 
blight! Alas for those that find a barren soill 

Those things which rouse most deeply the emotions 
of the heart come not with haste upon us, but by slow 
gradations that we cannot see, by trifles that we never 
heed. On the threshold of life that overlooks that 
broad and untried region stretching out even to the 
river of death, we pause and wonder. It is all beau- 
tiful. Here is a path that leads through mounds of 
gold, to diadems of jewels, that gives a golden key to 
every traveller, but it leads — where? Not always to 
the heavenly mountains, but often to the blank desola- 
tion of the desert. Here is one that winds amid the 
flowers of love, and another that passes through the 
trees of knowledge, and yet again one descending into 
the deep valleys and dark cafions that reveal the mys- 
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UiTio.s of nature. Which Hh:i1I wo take? Ahl it needs 
a purpose Kuro, a heart HiDccro, to turn neither to 
right nor l<Tt, to 1m* not alliin**! hy hroad an<l flowery 
wayH which guide to niarnhf^s foul and endlcHH, hut to 
keep in tlie plain path marked out hy (hity, which Icuda 
not to the city of discontent, to the country of deepair, 
nor to the land of care and Horrow, hut to an old ago 
loitering in that Bwect ISeulah which liordera on the 
ficldB of Paradise. And then those good things we knew 
not of when we started on life's way Khali grow upon 
us, giving a reward that is far hettcr than that which 
any of the tempting roads we have passed could have 
l>estowed. 

And thus it was when Malx;! Willis opened her won* 
dcring eyes upon the glories of another day, the grand 
and snowy hills and the long sweeps of forest were a 
delight to licr, just as tlie groat ol<l ocean or the bloom- 
ing, fertile valleys had Iwen, and nothing more. Surely, 
this landscape which was hright^^ning under the break- 
ing light of early dawn held more of the old primeval 
solitude and glory than anything she had ever seen bo- 
fore, and she was enraptured with its beauty; though 
little did it 8tir her heart to those feelings which en- 
compass scenes associated with things we love, little 
did she dream that this awakening was not alone to 
the light of a new day, but also to the illumination of 
another path in life for her, which thenceforth she would 
tread, — one among tlio jHuey mountains leading her 
to life's grcat(»st, sweetest secTct, ko that ever after she 
would look upon them as far more dear and beautiful. 

The Royal Rcgina was built uxx)n a hillside, amid 
stately pine groves, and overlooking the rude little town 
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nestled below it near the foot of the dope; 80 that when 
Mabel cautiously pulled aside the drapery of her win- 
dow and looked out upon the early day, the upper 
world of heights and cliffs was all before her, and she 
saw the east rosy with approaching light, the wliite 
dews frosting the grassy surfEu^e of the ground, foUow- 
ing the descents into the vales, rising again on the steep 
banks or creeping under gloomy thickets, and a gentle 
stirring of the morning air in the tasselled branches of 
the pines. It was but a little after five, and though 
she was wearied with her journey, the seclusion of her 
room became unendurable when such untried loveliness 
remained without. She could not sleep again, so she 
clothed herself in a thick warm dress and ventured out 
upon the balcony. The cold air was invigorating, and 
the breath of the woods floated to her in fresh little 
pufls of breeze that woke the roses on her cheeks and 
the sparkle in her eyes, while the far-off line of purple 
summits and snowy peaks that crowded to the east 
were set in a blaze of gold and crimson, melting to a 
pale rim of amber in the distant reaches of the dim 
horizon, and reflecting itself from the sombre west in 
dainty hues of rose and pearl and violet. 

Below, the town lay sleeping, — a queer little town 
of rough new dwellings with yellow pine roofs and 
small square windows, with its stores and saloons made 
conspicuous by a long line of gnawed and crooked 
hitching-posts, and low cabins hovering in the out- 
skirts and clustering tfiick across a stream from the 
great high mill which crowed supreme over the other 
buildings, with its gilded weathercock perched aloft 
among the singing evergreens that waved above its 
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sharp, Bhiny roof. Beyond the mill and acroM the 
roaring creek were huge dum|)s of red earth and maty 
white quartz, odd little buildings and long sheda 
through the low archways of which huge bands and 
belts and motionless wheels were partially revealed, 
and tram-roads tunnelled through high banks, where 
half-loaded cars stood idle ui)on the smooth straight 
rails that shone as if glossed with silver in the pale 
dawn. Not a sound was heard; not a sign of life save 
here and there, from rock-built chimney or rusty stove- 
pipe in the valley below, a thick plume of blue bmoke, 
edged with a soft white bloom, which curved so slowly 
upward that it seemed to lie motionless on the clears 
heavy air, until dissolved in the depths of pale sky 
above the horizon. 

''It would be safe to take a walk in this twilight 
calm," thought Mabel; '' no one would know it, sinoe 
I could return before the world awakes." 

She left the balcony and looked into Aunt Willia'a 
room. All was quiet there except a low breathing pro- 
ceeding from the bed where a night-capped head was 
exposed to sight by a ray of light breaking through the 
closed shutters and falling - upon it. Mabel wrote 
hastily on a card, ** Dear Aunt Cynthia, I have gone 
for a walk and will be back in a few minutes," and 
placed it inside the mirror frame, knowing it was sure 
to be seen there; and putting on her overshoes, and a 
hat and cloak, stole softly down the broad stairs. They 
seemed to creak and even shriek as she crept along to 
the wide door in the hall below, and the light that 
struggled in through the frosted transom seemed to fall 
upon her alone of all the objects in its path, leaving 
everything else concealed in dusky twilight 
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But oooe outside in the brasd plajza^ wiKoie the 
hoDejrsockles, wbite aad ereamf wittb iik«d(T fltmerf^ 
dewj and wind-^dflKd widn Ube gifi« «ff UMffiiiof^ tfaii&w 
an incense of delicaoai firagraoes! all ai^oituud her, and 
the wild Madrara Tine made a emlain ^A irsuapoireui 
green to keep awa j the bnaldng j|^cM <«i tte «a«tem 
hills, her delimit letomed, and dhM; fearka^lj de»C9ev)id^ 
the steps and started off tJbifxw^ ibe f^l^Ui9nu% f^num. 

She passed a stable, the doom of whkh wer^ ihwwn 
wide <^Kn, and she ooold seie within a k^r^g rr>w of 
horses, where resownding boiofii utade et^jtiUtmsd stamp- 
ing on the {tanked floor, and a enriooi^locJkjng faostfer 
with bnshj head and an oilskin eap <;am«( out arid 
stared saucilj im she went hy; while farther on a stoat 
little fellow whistled a few straj bai3 of a meloJ j sweet 
as a lark's song, and ba»ljr washed the; mnddjr wliMKrls 
of the great red stages, with a long white boM». lie, 
too, stof^ied his whistling Mtid his wori( to loc4c at her, 
potting his hands on his ndes, and gazing in blank 
rarfMiBe at this piettj maiden rentoring out alone in 
the co(^ dajrbreak, and eren peeking anmnd the comer 
of the stage, when she passed behind it, for a better 
look 

Next^ a fefocioas black dog with red ejes and gleam- 
ing teeth set up a wild series of barks, and made des- 
perate efforts to break his chain, as she passed an iso- 
lated cabin half hidden in a thicket; and a lean-laced 
individual with long, laok locks, in an undress of faded 
brown jean, and blue jam socks that were wofully 
short, came hurriedly out, and with threats and a whip 
decreed silence, telling the growling cur not to terrify 
the "young leddie," on pain of a beating, and after re- 
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cciving Mabel's thanks, made a very elaborato bow and 

bftdc her a polite " good morning." 

r>oyond this were the forestn of pine, whoro little 
groves of pointed, aspiring saplings were springing up 
beneath the older trees, an<I brown mats of fallen 
needles, eollections of mouldy, decaying cones, and 
dried broken branches, were all overgrown with a lux- 
uriance of high grass and yellowish, velvety mosses. 

She chose the path that (Seorge had taken the night 
before, and wandered along, breathlessly drinking in 
the charmed beauty of the woodland, stopping to 
gather a frond of silver brake or a cluster of rank, 
wild maidenhair, or to admire a netted cobweb be- 
spangled with a shower of dew on some gray over- 
hanging rock. 

The sun broke through the gateway of eastern peaks 
at last, and threw a long flood of sunbeams across the 
kindling forests, tipping each S|>ear-liko tree with a 
torch of fire. 

Her way led to the top of a low range of slopes that 
were heavily clothed with pine and fir ami tamarack, 
and finally to a clearing where a primitive-looking 
house and out-buildings had been erecttid. The liouBc- 
hold was all astir with life, strutting gobblers and 
prating chickens having desperate times to keep out of 
the way of the horned invaders of the barn-yard, and 
a large, well-built, pleasant-looking man and an agile 
young woman appeared to be very busy among the 
hungry throng, though taking time now and then for a 
playful notice of one another. 

Mabel turned into a side path to avoid bring seen by 
them, and descended the hill on the other side, coming 
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ffDd&nIjupcmalitde tm&icej ^sorfea^'tf 'SUih^Ef^ ttui 
pease and potatoes, and tfa«3r& h^' wit '^rwirf. Tmu- 
lE^ to p> back, ^le aair tiie -Trmn^ ^rt. Mm }iusrf 'vese^t 
0i» oeengsed in tibe ham-^Tini b?it; i- 5?^ rmnmi^sf *W 
fcfe coming dowix to the lirde ^arrferu ^um^ •hie •vnit 
wMcli ahe was MLswm^ h»*k: Tu?: ^rr ^nty^. 
riuded Iier eyes wiA her haxnL jrvoefti Jm' t mi\m/*nr. 
azbd tiien. srtarted almi^ a^sdn « I:f luuf xtuU^fvuU':^ ffHstr^ 
to dov Oa drawing neaxrs::. SCahet «xr -ttst; ^m**: i^ot ^ 
magnificently cokiisd <5rRaciist -rtrti 'hft 'ie«?> ;iiti*:at 'rf 
the fosne^aisat& lighting to her iJe^r. -ixuacf Jdrlxi, 
with eyes life ^felway hiack janme^t inrf irin*^ ^^^rv«t<^ 
dark fuor^ but y^ t&em wut :in inmnu^ =tts»^'^ ^uf 
about ber that tnmei Ber mudejirf inm ^ut vM*i^Ah»/t 
thnirffty. Ker fecCiires wasf ^ivi =«tk ^tn/i •irvU/*;aiH 3vk 
grrf, j^ t3i«» w^ft !imm 'teat axui ty^tsficn 



and vmeorbed fnifHWii in. luy &r^ ^^^tn. h^smi^ Iv^^itw 
ties ba-Te^ 

"• I must tdl fca^ wiy I <aini( Seis* -^v ^j^ ir^ iwx 
think It stEsoge t^ias I asL jiif6^ If^intifr B:«^ ^^^eiit»^^ 
dboc^lxt Hab^ mfHtalrmg ^^ firl'it huHTOx^i^ti^ 

''if there » a pffdi thai leaife to &e hrjtjtd nji*::k;s*tr thstd 
the ooe irtikh p»f gj^^t that bilT fcevocd taf? I '•.acu^ 
cct fi3F a walk, and tirrsing isSi> thf$ svie paddi. wfith. tb^ 
hofie that rt woaLi take me to a shor^^ rmse hnta^y I 
find it en»l3 ia a gardenrpascn befow ber*,*^ 

Xrti looked at ber rather f^nriaa&lr fcr a lancjiftrt, 
23 if doabting a walk at soch an extraragantlj esLrf r 
hoer, Ltrt answered v^ry prf^ttilj, in a low. mnsical 
Toic»*. ~ Ye^, there is ooe ofiher traiL I^ mns ja«t b^- 
low, aloD^ that cailoQ whefe the trees grow so thkk. 
It is shorter^ Uxx Shall I go and show joa? ^ 
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'^ She is improving rapidly in manner on acqnaiiii- 
an(*o/* Mabel ronclude«l, though rho noticed how nci^ 
voui>ly the dark girl twisted the folds of her blue wocd 
drt*ss as if to tear them. ** If you will be bo kind, I 
Ehall be very glad/* 

Tht>y walked along side by side, the dainty, well- 
protocted feet of the one, and the rough, heavy shoes 
of the other, mingling their tracks in trails of bright 
green through the d(*w-fri>9ted gra^^s; but Nita was 
silint, Eo Mabel finally asked, ** Vou find your home 
very U-autiful, do you not, out here among these lovely 
mountains?" 

'* Yes, it is pretty; but nice views do not satisfy mSi 
— I must have something different." 

Ah! hero was discontent, even in a spot where nature 
lavished her choicest beauties, from a being that seemed 
the very outgrowUi of the uninvaded wildcmeaB of 
bills. 

*^ What would you have different? What do yoa do 
to amuEc yourself ? " 

^SVmuse myself I ^Mly, I am busy from morning 
till night, with our chickens and our gardens and the 
cows, and the work in-doors; I 41 wager you never saw 
the likes of it. It 's all very well to take nice waUu, 
but you can't always enjoy them when you have to 
hurry after the cows as I do, or go to the hotel with 
eggs to sell, — with eggs /" 

Her last words betrayed so much feeling, such sup- 
pressed emotion, that Mabel pitied the bright young 
creature dissatisfied with the grandeur of her beautiful 
surroundings, and longing for something else, when 
this seemed her natural sphere; so she laid a little 
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gloved hand careesingly on Nita's bare, shapely am^ 
and asked kindly, ^^ What can / do to help you?^^ 

Nita toined her great black ey^ upon tho gc^i)ii<^ 
hearted girl, and read her tender meaning in a mo* 
ment. Instinctively she knew that thia was not ^^uoh 
an offer of friendship as George had made, and it c^unt^ 
to her with a thrill of joy that ended in a pi)«^on t>f 
gratefol tears. She was impulsive and wilful in Xh^ 
gratification of her own feelings. There waa no apiv^tU 
to her reason, no appeal to her sense of duty, imtlung 
but her own impressible, sensitive heart to guido hor; 
and though painfully bashful in her momenta of otUmi 
there were times when, forgetful of self, she oould atand 
and defy the whole world in protection of ita inturt^ata. 
Mabel had chosen the only path to Nita's heart, whtn\ 
she made this inexperienced little creature fed hur 
goodness. 

" O, I don't know, I 'm sure, what you could do for 
me," Nita answered; "but it's bitterness to my pride 
to see the world's favorites feasted and humored with 
all its plenty, while I, who could enjoy and appreciate 
as much as they, must wait on them in tho lowest aor- 
vice. I have sinned no more against fortune, that aho 
should put me out here among tho wilds to do her ser- 
vile duties, when I hate it all, — I hate it I I love beau- 
tiful dresses and laces and jewels, and handsome houaea 
too; and I could fill a grand place, and have a fair face 
like you, if I had a chance. 0, I could bo a quoun, I 
know," she almost whispered, speaking more to her- 
self or the winds than to Mabel, in tho vanity of her 
dearest wish. 

Mabel knew that envy and pride are both hard maa- 
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tors. The one alluns and tomptF, the other holds its 
victim back by nn impapsable waII. Ilcro was a girl 
ivhopo Ft range impulBc-s had }x>t rayed her into giving 
confidence to a etranger. However free she might be 
now, the reaction wlien pride pave its tyrannical warn- 
ing would freeze her into marble, and Mabel knew thai 
judicious treatment was the only way to keep what 
good-will she had already won, or it would change to 
hatred. 

"Well," she eaid, "wo arc all given lifo to use for a 
purix)se, to l>e a part and Fum of that great whole which 
is mighty in the end. To be favore<l of earth's material 
gifts is not always to bo most happy, for sorrow's sharp- 
est tooth often bites through armors of solid gold, and 
the only true wealth is the riches of the heart that is foi^ 
tified and guarded so deep the world's great nimble and 
turmoils cannot |>enetrate to harm it. Your lot is not 
the hardest. You could make it beautiful, and usefol 
too, with only a drop of sweetening contentment. We 
arc all sisters, you know, and should help each other 
over the hard places that we have to cross, each in her 
way. I can do something for you, and perhaps you can 
do as much for me in another way some time. But let 
me begin and got you a pretty dross. I can find one 
somewhere, I 'm sure, that you will like, and that will 
bo one little thing toward making you happier.'* 

Nita's eyes glowed with pleasure, and the melancholj 
look faded like the mist before the rainbow. 

"O yes, from you I would take it, if it is really true 
that even rich people need help sometimes, and I can 
be of use to you in return. O, I am so glad I I lew 
beautiful dresses I And I have been sadly diaap- 
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pointed. My father once promised me a silk if I 
would read the histories of England and Ireland, and 
Moore's and Goldsmith's writings, and stand well in 
my class for one whole term; I worked, oh, so hard I 
with the thought of a dark crimson silk as my reward, 
but I had to give it up, that we might pay for my 
mother's new crutches. She is lame." 

Ahl this study for the sake of her love for pretty 
things was the secret of this dark girl's language, that 
was so refined as to be a marvel in one who, though 
naturally bright and quick, had seen so little of the 
outside world as to be awkward and unpolished even in 
spite of her natural grace. 

They were now in sight of a few bright roofs of Lucky 
Streak, rising above the brow of a neighboring hill, 
for the distance had seemed short to both; bo Nita, 
with a face dimpled in smiles, said she would go back. 

" What is your name ? " Mabel asked, before they 
parted. 

" Nita Logan." 

" Mine is Mabel Willis. I live now at the hotel, and 
shall have a chance to see you again. Qood by, Nita." 

"Good by,'" she answered, with a glad, free ring 
that told of a heart full of happiness. 

" How like a child this girl is, to be pleased with a 
trifle," thought Mabel, as she resumed her way. " She 
is just one remove from happiness, which she could 
gain by only feeling satisfied with what she has. Ilcr 
best ambition is told in a few words." 

Little did she know how deep were the secrets in that 
passionate heart. Only a whisper had been told her of 
its fanciful longings, and Nita's next act would have 
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opened Mabel's eyes to a truth that was too deep eren 
for her; for on her homeward way, Nita sought a cher- 
ipIhmI ppot of old dconying Id^sa and mossy rocks, and 
throwing herself rerklrsfily down in the glittering dew, 
th<.*ro in the early sunnhine, when nature told all her 
l)est and truest seon'tfl to the humblest seeker for them, 
she <Irew from its hiding-place that which she kept 
hidden from the eyes of all the world save one, and 
watched and guarded religiously through every phase 
of Iht monotonous life. It was a little scrap of paper 
put carefully away in the heart of a hollow log, but it 
waH full of meaning. It told how one John Gloucester 
and one Nita Logan, on a day fully a year before, had 
lK*en joined in marringo at a little camp away in the 
innioflt fastnesses of the mounUiin mines. No one knew 
of it except the absent husband, who had gone awaj 
into another country to cam the gold that would make 
her vain and foolish soul suiHTlativcly happy. 

Alas, that she should cast aside a happiness that 
might have opened into a future grand and noble, for 
the paltry benefits that gold can buy! Alas, tliat in 
those hours, when one heart rises HUiH*rior to the hollow 
aims of earth, it finds not a re8|)onBive soul! 

She kissed the paper tenderly, — this darkH>ycd girl, 
ruled by her vanities and her passions, till her wbola 
self was absorl)ed in them, — and went her way 
a-dreaming, heeding not her dew-bed ragghnl dreM in 
the happiness of her new-found hopes, nor the wild, 
sweet lK?auty of the early day. 

Not so Malx'l. The sunshiue threw a maze of shin- 
ing words over all the landscai)e, an«l she read firom 
shadowy bank, from flowery sloix), and water-stained 
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every motion. She wore a dark blue dress, made very 
fiiuiply, that eecmed moulded to a perfect formi while 
)i(T wrap was folded carelosnly over her arm, and a 
flpray of ]>early iiianzanita bells quivered in her band. 
A pretty picture she made, with dainty little carls of 
brown, ruflled and rebellious from the morning breeses, 
clustering around her full white forehead, and the fresh 
color on her cheek, melting into her throat of lily fair- 
nees; but it was one ho did not dare dwell upon, so he 
went on and put her out of his thoughts. This lovely 
woman, whose fancy or caprice had led her for a seaaoo 
to this place, was not for him, who was so far removed 
from her world and life, to tliink upon, or scarcely to 
admire. 

But Mabel, whose free heart knew not the restraint 
of circumstances, even turned shyly to watch the re- 
treating manly figure, the sunl>eams glinting in golden 
waves across his hair, and making hasty little dapples 
on his back as ho passed under the shadows and hur- 
ried away. 

A path turned to the right after she had gone down 
into a hollow, and she was at a loss which to follow, 
since no longer the gilded weathercock of the mines 
glittered above the trees; but the sharp blast of a 
whistle decided her way, and she turned to the rights 
whence the sound came. 

Quite likely it was the memory of those frank blue 
eyes that haunted her thoughts and made the way seem 
short, for she walked along heedlessly until a weather- 
vane appeared again in view, not the one she hod 
seen at Lucky Streak, perched up grand and bold, and 
crowing fearlessly, but a slender little oar of gold sway- 
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ing in the wind. A few steps more and she was startled 
at the sight that met her gaze. Nothing like the town 
of Lucky Streak was anywhere in sight, hnt gloomy old 
buildings, black from age, with riven walls and creak- 
ing doors, represented ihe mill of a long-deserted mine; 
everything was old and decaying and falling to pieces, 
while scattered all around were rusty pumps, broken 
tramways, and battered cars, and mounds of earth over 
which the grass was beginning to grow and blossom. 
Yet something bright and new-looking attracted her at- 
tention, and there over the wide, heavy doors that had 
once borne a covering of white paint she read in gilded 
lettering, "The Golden Deep." She smiled to think 
how indiscriminately the names of mines were mingled 
in these mining regions; the romantic, the quaint, the 
coarse, and the commonplace were nearest neighbors. 

But a sound from a little gully below attracted her 
attention, and she looked to see half a dozen Chinamen, 
picturesque in faded blue and spattered jean, and little 
pointed willow hats, at work with placer cradles in a 
turbid stream. 

She shrank back, but one old Mongolian, hideous 
with moon-shaped eyes, yellow skin, and protruding 
teeth, looked up and asked, with cross impudence, 
"What you likee?" 

" Which the road to Lucky Streak mines? " Mabel 
said, trembling with fear. 

" Quail Gulch this way, — Lucky Streak you talkee 
this way," he said, with wild gesticulation, but point- 
ing nowhere, and adding other words she could not un- 
derstand. And at this juncture two more Celestials left 
their work and came forward to assist, jabbering loudly, 
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while Mabel, terrified, turned and fled, whither she 
knew not, only glancing back to Boe all the Chinamen 
collected in a group, excitedly talking, flourishing their 
arms and shovels about, and looking in the directioo 
whither she had gone as if to pursue her through the 
lonely mountain wilds. 
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the cart-riding, — I thought every one had seen that 
It's ft dozen times more ptrange. Lois, — dear girl, I 
would n't say a word against her for the world, but we 
all know she has been slightly changed since 'that 
affair/ — Ix)is has taken to mending the Doctor's gloves, 

— on such a short acquaintance, too. What do you 
think of that?" 

'' Why, I think it is just like Liois, and not very 
strange either; for she is very helpful and kind in her 
way." 

"Yes; but such stacks of them, — gloves, you know. 
It would be nothing if it were only one pair. The 
other day the Doctor drove up (he calls often on busi- 
ness) and lifted out a bundle from under the cart-seat^ 
which he dropped, — he has such a hurried, fussy way 
with him I wonder he doesn't some time drop himself, 

— and the paper falling off, he picked up half a dozen 
pairs of those odd yellow gloves that he wears to drive 
in. And what do you think Lois did ? She just ran 
out into the piazza, before the whole town, if you please, 
and said, * So you did bring them. Dr. Knapp.' Just 
think! the simple girl must have roared him to bring 
them. * I 'm glad I can restore them to usefulness,' she 
said. ' So the pink rosebush did not do such serious 
damage, after all, when it tore only one glove, and here 
arc twelve to be made whole by it.' And she actually 
examine<l them right out there before anybody going by 
who wanted to look up, and pronounced them all next 
to new with slight defects; and then went on at a great 
rate with quotations about waste, and such things, — 
ju8t as she always does, you know. Well, I was amused 
with the whole performance, no less at the Doctor's de- 



AN AJ'lULS'Xr 






.!__ — . - ■ 



k ■ - 



L,2T- 



\- ^. 



IIi- 



A-.»-_t 



L . 



I .« •■ _ — 



110 ABOUHD THS OOLDBll DBIP. 

bit of locust flower, I think it was, — and pinned it 
on his coat. She said something about a previous men- 
tion of button-hole bouquets; it seems they had been 
talking it over, the simpletons, and I happened to pass 
through the hall at the moment that she was pinning 
it on, just to SCO what she would do; and do you know, 
she actually kept right on, and told me without looking 
round at all that she was adorning the Doctor. Thai 
was like Lois, only she is getting worse and worse. 
Don't you think so?" 

Yes, Mrs. Piatt did think the story was growing worse 
and worse; but she was even glad, for a bright thought 
came to her mind.. Maybe the Doctor and liOis did 
think souiething of each other, and she was happy even 
in the idea. But she wanted to be sure, so she asked if 
they were noticeably friendly. 

'' Laws I I should think what I 'vo just told you would 
prove it. lie don't come to see her except on businesSi 
but I think these little carryings on a trifle odd, at 
least. Somehow, they made an impression on each 
other at the very first, — at least, Lois came homo one 
day and laughed a good deal about a gig that she hod 
seen, till I told her we would all see it if she giggled 
any more about it. And then she said: ' But there was 
a very nice, kindly looking man in it, — I wonder who 
he is? Some stranger in town, of course'; but she 
never suspected it was the new doctor. And then he 
singled her out pretty quick as the best one to do that 
work for his patients in tlie hospital." 

"Yes, but Dr. Knapp went to Ixiis at my suggestion. 
My aunt, Mrs. Hunman, who lives over in Tcnayee, 
near the hospital, has a granddaughter who undertook 
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it, but she was too mischievous to be of much use. She 
is a sjwiled child, who always has her own way, and 
her judgment must have been poor in seclecting the 
reading-matter that he has to have; so I guess he was 
rather relieved when one day she took offence because 
he would n't allow her to whip his horse while she and 
a friend were out driving, and then she refused to per- 
form her duty. The Doctor afterward arranged it so 
Nettie could help him a little in the hospital. Lois, I 
think, is especially adapted for ministrations to the 
sick, — she is so sympathetic." 

" Yes, she is a dear girl anyway, nobody knows better 
than I do how nice she is about the house. I remem- 
ber when my Jimmie had the measles, and I was worn 
out trying to take care of him, Lois used to come from 
school, go right into the kitchen with a big apron on, 
and when I came down to start dinner, there would be 
the teakettle a-steaming, and Lois peeling potatoes, 
and flitting about so quietly that I did n't know she 
was there at all. That was much better than coming 
to see what she could do for Jimmie, when of course she 
could n't do anything, because he did n't want to see 
anybody but me. It was the best kind of help. And 
she is always ready now to give up anything to assist 
me. Why, do you know, I even wait to consult her 
about things around the house, till sometimes I feel as 
if she is mistress of it herself, and I have to observe her 
orders. But then I ought n't to say that either, because 
she always tries to do everything just exactly to please 
me. 

" Laws! I 'd miss her if she should marry. Things 
are looking a bit dubious now, though, don't you think 
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80? What with mending glores and little nosegaTi, I 
phould say LoIm is acting queer. But I have n't told all 
of it either; there are bo many little things that one no- 
tices that one can't just cull to mind. If I had supposed 
you were going to call, I 'd have thought them up. How- 
ever, it would n't do any good, because if it 's a fact thai 
she likes the new doctor, we '11 see material enough to 
draw conclusions from. She 's just the kind of a girl 
who could do two thirds of the courting herself, with- 
out seeming to be at all forward either. It 's because, 
as Jimmie says, she 's got so much steam about her, 
that she could n't wait for things to come round of 
themselves. But then, dear girl, I would n't say any- 
thing unkind of her for a diamond. I was just specu- 
lating, you know, Mrs. Piatt. It is something to wonder 
about, — don't you think so?" 

Mrs. Mills was an excellent illustration of that kind* 
hearted, appreciative woman who is thoroughly truth- 
ful, and in the main charitable, yet who loves to gossip 
BO well that she would not hesitate to Bacrifice lier hett 
friends for material. Mrs. Mills meant well, surely; 
and yet we all hav(; heard of a road that leads to a very 
undesirable place paved with just such things as good 
intentions. However, she had talked to Mrs. Piatt, and 
that good lady was very discreet. But it set the stono 
rolling, and even into Lois's path, to cause her annoy- 
ance; Ixicause Mrs. Piatt thought the evidence conclu- 
sive that there was something unusual in the conduct 
she had just heard about, and so on her next visit to 
MfH. Ilunman, which she managed to make soon, she 
warned that well-meaning old lady to be considerate, 
and help the thing along as much as it was in her 
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power, when they came to her houBe for dinner, as was 
quite often the case after the first call. And quaint 
Mrs. Hnnman planned in her own way for the good 
resnlt. 

Qoite likely it is unnecessary to say that Lois never 
thought of falling in love with Dr. Knapp. If she 
could have known of the conversation going on al>out 
her, she would have wondered to find out how far astray 
people can go from real facts when indulging conjec- 
tures on mere trifles. She would have smileil^ no doubt, 
thinking how both she and the Doctor could have en* 
lightened them, little dreaming of his real state of 
mind. 

Besides, the mistake was the more to be wondered at 
when it was Lois that Mrs. Mills took for the interested 
party, while the reverse was really the case; and the 
Doctor's shjmess would never have allowed him to 
manifest his cherished sentiment at all publicly, thus 
leaving affairs quite in the dark so far as anything with 
** meaning " could transpire before witnesses. 

To Lois this new-found friend was more than welcome. 
Her self-reliant spirit sometimes longed, in its weary 
moments, for counsel and shelter such as the Doctor 
gave her, although neither of them were aware of it. 
To the very strongest and most dauntless women the 
time comes when they need a protecting arm. And 
Lois, who was neither very strong nor dauntless, but 
only cheerful, ambitious, and bravo in her way, found 
such times came often to her; but she always went on 
alone, without a thought of encouragement, lest tolling 
her troubles should invite a rude hand to add to her 
discomfort. 
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So 8ho unconscionsly came to depend greatly on the 
Doctor, asked his advice, and confided little matters to 
him without hesitation, l>eoau6e ho seemed to fill so 
perfectly, and yet so unohtrusively, that vacant place 
which none of her other friends, no matter how willingi 
could occupy. 

If loquacious Mrs. Mills had received her caller later 
that day, she would have had quite an addition for her 
story; for while the two ladies were busy talking in the 
little front parlor, the Doctor called to get Lois to make 
a certain kind of gruel for one of his patients. He 
found her in the garden, — it was after school, and she 
was gathering flowers, — and when ho had told his 
errand, he sauntered about among the evergreens and 
blooming bushes, while she went to prepare the dish. 
Presently she put her head out of the kitchen window 
and startled him with the voice he was thinking of, 
although he affected to be very busily engaged in train- 
ing a fallen honeysuckle vine which grew near the 
back of the house. " Come in. Dr. Knapp," it said, — 
'^ into the kitchen; this way, right through the back en- 
trance, if you will. Excuse me for inviting you in here, 
but I wanted to talk with you about that Mr. Knowles 
at the hospital, and I thought you would not mind 
foregoing your enjoyment in the garden for once. Sit 
down here by the door. Doctor," she said, as she piloted 
him through the latticed porch and placed a seat tor 
him. 

Forego his pleasure in the garden I Who could 
doubt that he would not when such pleasure as seeing 
Lois cook was offered him ? It was warm and very 
pleasant in that neat, homelike kitchen, — the painted 
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floor fairly shone, bright tins dazzled him, the polished 
sink looked even icy, it was bo cool with fresh green 
things spread about in pans, which might have been 
lettuce and celery or ribbon-grass and apple leaves for 
all he knew, but which had a very inviting efifect never- 
theless. A great stove with shiny copper pots on it 
steamed away, and a west window shaded from the late 
sunlight by a graceful pear-tree looked out upon blue 
skies melting into soft and shadowy green slopes, upon 
locust groves in the full glory of the blooming season, 
white with blossoms and dark-clouded by bees, and 
over at the edge of this window-framed picture, past 
gothic cottages, bits of bright lawn, long rows of shining 
roofs, and a glittering church-spire, something that was 
best of all to the Doctor, because it was associated with 
Lois, — the little red school-house, dull and gray-roofed, 
but notwithstanding its lack of beauty, very attractive 
to him. Within, the trim little school-mistress, radiant 
in a dark print dress and big white apron, with glossy 
brown hair brushed back smoothly, yet falling into 
coquettish little wavelets here and there around her 
face, made gruel over the stove and talked quite inces- 
santly, only breaking off while the daintily slippered, 
noiseless feet tripped in and out of the pantry, or 
sounded like prophetic little taps down the long cellar 
stairway outside. And the Doctor, — oh, he couldn't 
think about Knowles, nor talk about Knowles, nor 
anything else but the present moment; and just sat 
half-dazed, drinking in the inspiration of the hour, 
that he would not lose for the slight good he could do 
to twenty Knowleses in that time, 
' It had been a long while since the Doctor had been 
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in a kitchen. There was just a spice of satisfaction in 
getting in there, after all, anido from his other happi- 
ness. Back to an old New P^n^land farm-house it car- 
ried him, to a time whrn the snow lay thick and white 
upon the groun<l outside, and the windows took on Ht- 
tlc cloudy patches of steam to mar their clearness, to a 
big old kitchen, warm, and odorous of the good things 
that appean^d mysteriuusly on every hand. Pics came 
from a glimniering oven, and were ranged in ever-in- 
creasing rows on a long, clean dresser; and besides, 
there were turkeys brown and savory, light, swuet 
loaves turned over in pans to cool, and gingerbread, 
too, which a little Melville and a little FranklyD, 
bright-haired and rosy-cheeked boys, longed irresisti- 
bly to pick, but dared not for fear of an ofTended 
mamma, who would not allow them to eat it hot, and 
they were wofully unhappy for nearly half an hour, 
until it cooled, unless wilful little Melville satisfied 
his mouth at the expense of his conscience, and coq- 
siderate and o))edient little Frank lyn shared in the un- 
hoped-for spoils. It made him shudder to think how 
very long ago that was, — how far l>ehind in the un- 
speaking, never-returning past his boyhood lay, how 
changes had come to that dear old home, and its bird- 
lings had flown, — and yet it still remained cherished 
lovingly in his remembrance through all the drifting 
years, and his mind ever recurred to it with the same 
dependent feeling as in his departed youth. 

But here was another kitehen, far away from the 
first one that haunted his memory, under another 
sky that was blue and soft and tender, in another 
spring-time that was warm and balmy and flowerji in 
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another country he had hardly heard of, and where he 
had never thought to journey; and here was another 
being who took on the grace and crown of womanhood, 
BO like that ideal loveliness his mother had worn, and 
here was a repetition of that quiet, joyous spell he had 
never hoped to feel again. 

So, of all the kitchens the Doctor had ever seen, 
this was only the second which seemed worthy of the 
name; and of all the lovely women who had crossed 
his path, this sweet young girl before him, unstudied 
yet graceful, warm-hearted yet sensible, possessed that 
power over his life which only his mother had held 
before her. Yet of course Lois was unlike his mother 
in most things, — he appreciated her youth as com- 
pared with himself and his almost ancient memories, 
— he felt all the external differences between them; but 
they were alike in the one thing essential, — each held 
a never-to-be-forgotten charm for him. 

How unconscious was Lois of all this ! Little do we 
dream of it when we tread on the sacred borders of the 
land that parts a life in twain; little do we know, till 
that last conclusive retrospect, what careless, thought- 
less act of ours was engaging all our mind, when a life's 
issue was unfolding, silently and inexorably, along our 
very path, — unheeded and unknown. She went on 
cheerfully, noticing not the Doctor's abstraction, talk- 
ing about Knowles, what she thought of him, how much 
better he was; and making plans about the disposal of 
her work when she went ** home,'' now that she had 
fully decided to go during her vacation; and finally fell 
to discussing the good merits of this form of food or 
that form, to see if she could arouse some interest, for 
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she observed that she had to lead the conversation al- 
together. 

The Doctor, who at length realized that he must 
make some effort to be entertaining, though he dreaded 
to disturb that sweet, long-lost influence that was over 
him, instead of answering a question that Lois asked 
him, tried to introduce a new subject without being 
aware that it was not time to dismiss the old one. 

So when Lois asked, '^ Is it better for invalids to take 
warm or cold milk with their gruel ?" he never heard a 
word, but said, ''This is an Eden-like climate, Miss 
Warren, the warm, soft air soothes as well as invigo- 
rates." 

The effect was electric. Lois dropped her spoon, 
looked up and saw the Doctor's face a prodigy of ex- 
pression, and the situation was so comical that she 
could not repress a laugh. And Mrs. Mills, coming into 
kitchen at that moment, discovered a most surprising 
scene, that mystified and yet gratified her, although she 
felt very sorry Mrs. Piatt had already gone, so that she 
could not relate it immediately. There was an atmos- 
phere of constraint all around; the Doctor looked con- 
fused and blank and uncomfortable, and there was Lois 
just subsiding from her laugh, yet wonder-struck her- 
self, standing in the centre of the room, the meal slip- 
ping through her fingers and making little trails and 
miniature peaks along the floor, the fallen spoon, and 
the gruel boiling up at a fearful rate, as if to add its 
mite to the dumb excitement. 

Mrs. Mills hurried through and shut the door behind 
her quite carefully, saying as she went down cellar, — 
yet what she went there for was more than she could tell. 
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for she had forgotten her errand to the kitchen, she was 
BO upset, — " I do declare! I believe the Doctor's going 
daft. He sits there with such an idiotic look on his 
face that I really believe Lois is asking him already. 
That looked very much like the critical moment, I 'm 
sure. I wonder how they '11 come out of that scene I 
caught a glimpse of" 

But it was for Mrs. Mills herself to help them out. 
She turned quickly and started upstairs, thinking it 
best to be nigh if the Doctor should need any one of 
** tact " to help him along, and that it was well to be 
within a convenient distance anyway. 

Not a word had been spoken in the kitchen since 
Mrs. Mills passed through. Lois and the Doctor had 
both nearly recovered, being relieved by this trifling 
circumstance, and Lois was just bending to pick up 
the spoon, when a dull noise sounded outside, muflled 
and yet awful in its subdued thunder, and then came 
a scream, sharp and long and loud, that was full of 
agonizing pain and terror. 



122 ABOUND THE GOLDEN DEEP. 

" Are you sure it was no one who lives in {be vicinity? 
Did you take a good look at her? *' 

'^ Wasn't likely to do anything else in a hurry while 
tJiat girl was going by. Ask Grant, likely he 'd know 
where she was going. I saw him speaking with her 
when his dog got on a tear." 

Yes, Old Grant had seen a '' young Icddie " dressed 
in blue, but '' being as he was in rather questionable 
costume, he did n't remain out long, and consequently 
could n't say what direction she took." 

That was the last information they could get The 
hours wore along till nine and ten, and though Mrs. 
Willis felt anxious to keep the matter as still as pos* 
sible, at last she was persuaded to raise a general alarm, 
and a little party of men from Lucky Streak started out 
to search the woods. Long were the hours of terrible 
suspense. Mrs. Willis paced the floor of her room, stop- 
ping each moment to look out of the window for the 
absent one, calling her tender names, and vowing if 
ever she got her "treasure" back, that nevermore 
would her own selfish, arbitrary rule deprive Mabel of 
the pleasure of a little freedom. Eleven o'clock, and 
still no tidings, still no slender, girlish form coming up 
the red-brown road toward the hotel, still the dull flut- 
ter of excitement about it down in the town below. 

At last the noon whistle sounded loud and sharp, 
echoed off among the distant heights, and then the 
noise of the heavy machinery grinding and buzzing, the 
shouts of workmen, and the whizzing of belts were 
hushed. Parties of miners issued from numerous build- 
ings, making their way in a steady stream to the long 
boarding-houses across the creek; and at last Nelliei 
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who watched at the window, saw the young manager 
come out with brisk step and walk hurriedly toward 
the hotel. She ran down to meet him in the hall be- 
low, asking eagerly for any news of her lost friend. 

" I have none," he answered. " I came here to see 
if I could render any aid in the matter. You see the 
arrival last evening of my new force of mihers made it. 
Imperative for me to attend very steadily to my work 
all the forenoon, though I assure you my sympathies 
were with you in your misfortune; I was almost power- 
less to give it any attention, though I would have been 
glad to do so were it possible." 

" O yes, I know, — Edward," looking up with troubled 
eyes; "and yet I felt so utterly alone in the care of 
poor Mrs. Willis, half crazed with anxiety, that I was 
tempted once or twice to send for you to advise me, 
but I hesitated, fearing it would disturb you. Neither 
she nor I can direct any one what to do, we are so 
anxious and confused, and we have had to leave it all 
to strangers." 

Edward passed his hand across his forehead as if 
thinking deeply. " Most certainly," he said aloud, " it 
is a serious thing, and a strange one as well." Then 
another pause, as if he was trying to solve some ques- 
tion, and again he spoke, "A few Chinamen at work 
on the stream that flows past the Golden Deep, our 
neighboring mine, had better be watched. They are 
very ugly toward every one except their own race. As 
soon as T heard of this matter I despatched a couple of 
men to the place to investigate. They returned with 
the report that, save the absence of two, all things 
Beemed to be moving on quietly, but they would give 
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no infonnation, fearing the men had como to secretly 
look at their diggings, and hence would not permit 
them to remain there. I mention this to you, thinking 
perhaps it would bo best for you to know as much as 
that, in the event it would be necessary for you to cause 
a more complete investigation; and the hint might be 
of some consequence to prevent delay that would be 
caused were it left to me while I am so occupied with 
work." 

** Oh! oh! " cried Nellie in fear. " Just think of faU- 
ing into the hands of those terrible creatures! Can't 
something be done immediately?" 

''Yes; I am intending to go over in that direction 
myself, and will see to this too," and he instinctively 
gave a glance toward the mill, as if fearing to leave its 
management for even an hour in the hands of another. 

*'0h, good !" Nellie exclaimed; " I am greatly relieved 
that you feel so much interest. You will come and tell 
us the result, won't you, whether favorable or not? I 
shall bo in great suspense until you return." 

"Certainly, I will come to you the first," replied Ed- 
ward, as he lifted his hat and started away. 

Meantime Mabel had been enduring one of the hard- 
est experiences of her life. After her fright at the 
Chinese diggings, she ran a long way, looking back 
quickly now and then at the terrible Mongolian that 
followed her, who, wishing to frighten all intruders 
away from the jealously guarded claim, knew this 
method would prevent another call from their late 
visitor. She went over hills and through hollows as 
fast as her swift feet could run, till completely ex- 
hausted at last she sank down to the earth, her lungs 
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almost bleeding for want of breath. But her ChiiioBO 
horror had ceased his pursuit when she looked for liirn, 
so with a sigh of relief she remained for nnoilior mo- 
ment's rest, pressing her fair cheek close to tho thunp 
brown earth for a touch of its coolness. When nho 
rose to look around her, nothing was viHihlo that 
looked familiar to her eyes, — not a hill nor n prove 
like those around Lucky Streak, and she scarcely 
knew the direction whence she came. But with a 
desperate unrest she started out to find her way home- 
ward if she could. She feared to venture anywhere lt>8t 
she should come upon another or the pame group of 
Chinamen; so for hours she wandered cautiouply over 
the hills and through the pine woods with scarcely a 
hope of finding even a trail. The sun was growing 
warm, and the dews had long since melted away into 
the spongy grass roots, and a sense of severe lassitudo 
came creeping over her, compelling her to sit down for 
a rest on an old log in a little valley. "Oh, how will 
Aunt Cynthia feel about this I" she sobbed, yielding at 
last to the tears she had striven to keep back. " There 
is perhaps no hope of ever getting out of this terrible 
wilderness, for I shall surely be discovered by some 
fearful creature before Aunt Cynthia can send any one 
to find me," she said aloud, in her distress. 

"Goodness !" said a woman's voice close behind her. 

She started and uttered a terrified cry. Her fimr had 
.distorted all objects about her; tall stumps were changed 
to priests in sombre robes, rough branches to hideous 
faces leering down upon her, and tramps lurked in the 
bird-haunted thickets, till at last this spoken word 
seemed to come from supernatural and evil sources to 
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do her harm. But she looked and saw a woman stand- 
ing and looking at her in wonder. ''What is the mat- 
ter, miBs?" said the woman at last 

" I have lost my way to Lucky Streak, and have 
wandered about through the woods since early morn- 
ing in the hope of finding a path that would lead mo 
right." 

'^ Laws I That 's too bad. Come and I will tell Mrs. 
Dennett, who lives just over the hill there." 

'' But could n't you direct me? " asked Mabel, fearing 
to be led into more disagreeable experiences. 

**Yes," replied the woman, "if you prefer it But 
you look very tired and quite worn out. Mrs. Dennett 
lives just beyond that grove. She quite likely will do 
somctliing to refresh you, and send some one with you 
to the Mines." 

Mabel yielded, and on reaching the top of the hill^ 
they looked down into a fertile little valley luxuriant 
with bloom and teeming with life. An old white house 
with a gable roof half hid itself under a burden of roses, 
— Baltimores, Bleeding Hearts, Castilian Beauties, and 
Cloth-of-6old roses dropped their leaves like a shower 
from the blossom-freighted breezes of the Nile. 

In the very precincts of this lovely home she bad 
sank, overpowered with a sense of her solitude and 
helplessness. 

A lady past the middle of life, with a pleasant, re- 
poseful countenance, hair that had once been golden 
but now divided its brightness with strands of silver, 
brushed back smoothly from a fair, intelligent brow, 
sat sewing in the cool, shaded porch, and looked up 
with such a welcoming smile that she won MabePa 
heart at once. 
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'' Mrs. Dennett, here is a young lady who has got 
lost trying to find her way to Lucky Streak/' said the 
woman. 

" Lost," echoed Mrs. Dennett, " no wonder, — in thoso 
unfrequented hills. Sit down, please," she said, offer- 
ing Mabel a low rocker. ^^Did you come from the 
Mines? " 

''Yes. I ventured out from the hotel early this 
morning for a walk, the mountains were so beautiful 
here, but I missed my way, and have wandered alx>ut 
ever since in the hope of finding a road back. I fear 
my friends are greatly alarmed." 

" You have been out since early morning! " exclaimed 
Mrs. Dennett, rising. ''Then you must not attempt 
to go back until I have given you something to eat. 
Huldah will go to Lucky Streak with word that you are 
safe, and you must remain here until you are rested 
enough to attempt to go yourself. Why, my poor 
child!" she said, compassionately bending over the 
weeping girl, "you have suffered, I am sure." This 
sudden relief had come so gratefully that lilabel could 
not repress the tears that came rolling into her great 
innocent dark eyes like a rushing flood. 

Huldah hurried off after inquiring the name of 
Mabel's aunt, and the two were left alone together. 

"Come into the dining-room," said Mrs. Dennett, 
" and I will give you some tea to revive you until I can 
finish preparing the luncheon." 

She led the way into a large room, long and low. 
where a neat tea-table was spread for two as if the 
meal had been already begun. It was a homelike room, 
— a charming one, Mabel ihoogbi from a seat by a west 
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window, where an .^lian haq> made 8weet music in 
the gusty breeze that came whistling down from the 
pines on the hill, and stirred the little curls on her 
fevered forehead with a gentle, reviving touch; a carpet 
of soft crimson threw a pink reflection on the white 
mouldings of the embellished walls and the low ceil- 
ing, the heavy folds of a dark curtain in an alcove win- 
dow half hid a bank of silver-back ferns and fragrant 
hyacinths, while over in one end of the great room, 
which seemed used for a library, stood two immense 
book-cases, showing through their glass doors heavy 
vellum-bound books, crisp little volumes of red morocco 
and gilt, ponderous series of histories, and treatises on 
minerals, and even rich stores of romance and poetry. 
Near the book-cases was a cabinet of ores arranged in 
glittering rows along the shelves; and maps and charts 
and diagrams lay about on the long library table, in 
the centre of which was a huge antique lamp of lacy 
gold. 

" I am something of an invalid," Mrs. Dennett ex- 
plained, bringing in the tea and a slice of toast. **And 
I live here with my girl Huldah, and my boy Jacob 
who does the garden-work, quite alone, although the 
lumber-mills are just below on the creek, where a little 
settlement has opened with several pleasant homes. An 
old mine called the Golden Deep once created a sensa- 
tion in this vicinity, and an enterprising village was 
the outgrowth of its success; but it failed, and the town 
was abandoned; however, together with a few old set- 
tlers and neighbors, I have clung to the spot, loth to 
leave its beauty and quiet, until good fortune has again 
come to us, and the new mines have attracted the out- 
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Btretching arm of civilization with their richness, while 
the old deserted town has sprung up again into a rough 
new one on its suburbs. We are but two miles from 
Lucky Streak, and our most direct road to the town 
leads through the deserted ruins of the old mines, — 
piles of brick, tumble-down houses, and even a leaning 
church, with its little cemetery about it overgrown with 
long-leaved, drooping willows, that touches the heart 
with its sadness and desolation. Did you come through 
the old town?" 

" I scarcely think so. A crumbling mill called the 
Golden Deep was on my way, but I became so fright- 
ened at the Chinese workmen there that I ran for a 
long distance into the woods, although when I at first 
took the wrong path, a whistle from that direction mis- 
guided me." 

'^ It must have been the whistle from the Quail Gulch 
works that have lately renewed operations. Our mines 
are quite numerous on this belt through the mountains, 
though out beyond the Golden Deep, where you proba- 
bly were lost, there is no habitation, nor scarcely a sign 
of life for miles, except, over on the edge of the forest, 
the little home of a man named Logan, who works in 
the Lucky Streak claim." 

Mrs. Dennett had seated herself near Mabel during 
this conversation, talking very smoothly and pleasantly 
to interest her, yet avoiding questions with true womanly 
feeling. Finally she leaned back and looked at Mabel 
for a moment as she sat pale and weary in the great 
crimson-cushioned chair by the window. ''I like to 
see you there," she said, half dreamily, as if even think- 
ing to herself. '^ It reminds me of a little friend I had 
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' once, who used to come hero and stay for long yisits 
with me. She would eit in that chair where you are 
now, and sew and talk with nie, and read sometimes, 
till I came to love her as a daughter. She was a sweet- 
minded girl, and very ambitious, bo I took great pains 
to teach her. Many an afternoon, in a spring like this, 
we have sat here and read, and planned together for 
her future, until it seemed to me as if it ought to last 
always, and my loss was almost inconsolable when she 
went away. She was with mo so much from her early 
childhood, that many things and places in this old 
house are inseparably associated with her. She was by 
nature so refmcd and reflective that I had an apt pupil, 
though the family who adopted her were altogether an- 
other order of beings in the matter of good taste and nat- 
ural fine fibre, but she was so uncommonly affectionate 
that she loved them all dearly, and had enough to spare 
for me besides. I have not seen her for years; she has 
been away teaching, and has never returned since she 
left. Somehow v/hen I saw you coming up the garden 
with Iluldah I was so vividly reminded of her, that I 
could scarcely believe it was not she, although she was 
much smaller than you in stature. It has been a long 
time since that old chair has been occupied by a young 
girl, and it recalls my days with Lois. The chair has 
fallen into my exclusive use, although it was originally 
intended for my son, who is seldom at home since the 
mines opened. Have you visited the mines yet? " 
" Not yet. I only arrived last evening." 
** Oh I then you have something in store for the fu- 
ture. Although I have only been down in the mines 
twice myself, I count it one of the greatest treats in the 
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way of a novel and interesting experience, and could re- 
peat the visit half a dozen times without being wearied. 
The workings have not reached a great depth yet. 
Later on I suppose it will be possible to go a long way 
under the earth. Now I must attend to ray luncheon," 
she said, leaving her seat and going toward the table. 
** It is so seldom that I have to do without Huldah 
that I had almost forgotten it. My son is expected to 
come to-day for the noon meal. He seldom finds time, 
though it is only a short ride on horseback, for his 
work keeps him so busy that he cannot leave it"; and 
then she went out of the room, and left Mabel alone to 
marvel at this refined and elegant lady, possessing all 
the culture and tact of one who mingled every day with 
educated associates, surrounded by modest little touches 
of splendor in her dwelling, living among books and the 
beauties of art, having no other thoughts than of the 
lovely things in life around her, and hiding herself in 
these isolated fastnesses of the mountains. 

And then she fell to thinking pleasantly of Mrs. 
Dennett's blue eyes. They were beautiful in them- 
selves, to begin with, but they had, besides, a soft light, 
a lustrous frankness, that spoke of a mind beneath 
firee and lovely as were these, — its clear outlets; she 
had a charming way of looking thoughtfully down- 
ward, and as some sudden thought flashed through 
her mind, of glancing up again so brightly that the 
change in her face seemed like the sunrise over a 
dusky scene. Mabel wondered how many more in 
these surprising hills would have such eyes, for this 
was the second pair she had fallen in love with on a 
day that had so far proved very lonely. 
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Beware, Mabel I Dream not of eyes, for Cupid's ar- 
rows often speed with burning victories from even soft 
and tender eyes of blue. 

But a brisk step along the hall roused her from her 
fancies, and in a moment a stranger was in the room, 
— no, not a stranger either, for had she not seen him 
waiting gallantly in the wet grass for her this very 
morning? And here he was again, standing before her 
and looking down upon her, worn and rufSed and pale 
in the crimson chair, with those same earnest blue 
eyes, — eyes with the soft light in them like his 
mother's, but darker and brighter and clearer, with the 
fires of youth smouldering in their shining depths. 
No wonder, then, that a heart fluttered, and long, dark 
lashes swept a fair, round cheek under the eyes that 
held such a magic charm, for he looked quite steadily 
for a moment without a word; and just as he was about 
to speak, his mother came in, and greeted him with a 
warm, hearty kiss. " Edward, my dear," she said, "see 
what I have found," — half playfully. "This young 
girl has lost her way." 

" And I have found her, too, for which I am very 
thankful. She has some very anxious friends who 
await the earliest news, and half the town — " 

" Edward," said Mrs. Dennett, warningly, " you must 
not say anything exciting, for see how pale and ex- 
hausted she is from her fright." 

But Mrs. Dennett should not have made the mistake 
of calling attention to the color of any cheeks whatso- 
ever, when anybody else with such magical eyes was 
around, for Mabel's pale cheeks had already lighted 
up with the beauty of a brilliant sea-shell, and only 
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took on a deeper, lovelier hue at this reference to 
them. 

They both saw it, and eaid no more, Edward remark- 
ing that since it had been agreed to fire a gun if Miss 
Willis should be found, he would go out and discharge 
a rifle which he had brought with him for that pur- 
pose. 

Mabel followed him out into the porch with eager 
questions about her aunt, and if she could not imme- 
diately return to the Mines, while he assured her that 
his signal would be suflScient to satisfy them till she 
could comfortably go, and then went out with the gun 
over his shoulder, fired twice in rapid succession, 
loaded and fired again and again, till the surrounding 
forests echoed deep and hollow with long, rolling rever- 
berations that seemed heralds of an approaching glad- 
ness. Mabel watched him from the porch with the 
interest of a child, as the swift spurts of fire left the 
gun, and the loud report burst out with startling sound. 

Mrs. Dennett saw her watching him from the vine- 
wreathed door, and a thrill of pride came to her warm 
mother's heart that was not too narrow to open for even 
the stranger also. 

" I almost love that sweet girl already," she thought, 
fondly. " She is not like Lois, either; not so lively and 
full of energy, but more gentle and confiding, with a 
very lovely face. Ah met why was I not blessed with 
a daughter too I " 

At a bright little tea-table that day, where lunch 
was spread for three, one heart — and not the heart of 
youth and hopefulness, but one from which the fervent 
desires of life had faded — felt something like the 
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prophecy of a blissful futuro time that was awakened 
by this little gathering. How happy she would be 
when three should sit at this cheerful board and call it, 
with tender, hopeful devotion, our dear home; when a 
daughter's thoughtful face would beam in responce to 
the love in her own; when faithful ties of affection 
should entwine themselves about her new-found loved 
one, and her longing heart would at last find the treas- 
ure it had ever missed! She liked to think of it, and 
know that only they three were there to share the 
suggestive little picture; and oh, how she did wish 
Edv^ard would think of it tool But phe marked the 
reserve in his face, the quiet reverence that betrayed 
not one ardent hope, and she knew that her thoughts 
had not been his. 

At the door when they parted, and Mabel extended 
her hand with an air of affectionate gratitude, Mrs. Den- 
nett could not resist giving her a warm, loving kiss, and 
saying earnestly, " You will come to see me again some 
time, will you not? " And Mabel returned her sign of 
friendship heartily, and promised to come with even 
eager readiness, so that each felt that she had won an- 
other friend. 

And then followed for Mabel a ride that was full of 
little pleasantries and beauties, of penitent regrets and 
anxious wishes, but through it all a sense of protection 
from her strong, manly friend that was very pleasant to 
remember. 

She rode his horse, while he walked on beside her, 
talking of the mines and the mountains, and finally the 
old camp with its decaying ruins and reminiscences of 
its palmy days in the fifties; and at last the view of the 
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welcome town with its noisy mill, its rough homes, and 
its great hotel sunning itself majestically from a hill- 
side, opened out before them. 

Nellie Minton, who had detained Huldah that she 
might have assistance in sending for Mabel, caught 
sight of them coming up the drive in front of the hotel. 
"Well," she said, emphatically, "that's a high notel 
My innocent friend is as full of arts and schemes as 
even — even I myself," with a satisfied shrug and a 
meaning smil& 
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CHAPTER X. 

8UPBBI19TEin>EMT 8EVENOAKE8 OF THE LUCET 8TBEAK. 

Thoagh they know that the flatterer knowi the faliehood of hia 
own flatteries, yet they loye the impoetor, and with both arms hng 
the abuse. — Soutb. 

Mr. Sevenoakes sat in his little office, tilted back 
Iq a high-armed chair, with the Mineralogical Report 
under his nose, which just at that moment walled the 
whole of his world into a very narrow horizon. How- 
ever, he liked it and felt quite 8atis6ed. He was not 
averse to having a world of which he was the centre 
and the motive power. So he swung his polished boots 
up on the polished stove, and with a smile breaking out 
irresistibly and unconsciously all over his face, he read 
it again, — a delicious little paragraph interlarded quite 
unsparingly with references to " Supt. Sevenoakes of 
the Lucky Streak," to his "able management," his 
"enormously increased force of miners," and the 
"steady flow of wealth from those fabulously rich 
mines." 

He was a sleek little fellow, with a sleek little tongue 
and a sleek little mind. He was not young. That 
small, round, bullet head of his was crowned with a 
growth of very glossy dark hair, sprinkled even gener- 
ously with glinting flecks of silver, and his well-trimmed 
mustache yielded its tawny brown ness to here and there 
a lighter thread; yet his clean-shaven face was fair and 
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full, and his keen, bright eye had a sparkle that did not 
by any means betoken age. He was immaculate in his 
dress; a fine suit of black fitted without a wrinkle his 
dapper little form, helped nevertheless by the skill of 
the tailor, and his finely engraved, massive cuff-buttons 
shone without a flaw on his spotless linen. There was 
something charmingly fresh about his dress, something 
soothingly breezy in his manner. And yet everything 
was on so small a scale that he made one feel as if he 
might have been rather a fine-appearing specimen of 
mankind if there had only been enough of him. He 
had a voice that was light, but pleasant and smooth in 
tone, and all his motions were quick and easy, yet not 
hurried, thus preserving a certain degree of dignity 
that was very becoming, and still did not deprive him 
of his sleek-tongued sociability or agreeableness. He 
was like a shuttle, — he slipped around very smoothly 
and easily, until the limit of his free movement was 
reached; then he was immovable as the cold, unfeeling 
steel when it reaches the end of its race, — immovable 
except to go back over its accustomed track. 

But something about his clear gray eyes damaged his 
genial and conciliatory expression by a shade. It was 
not their steely color, nor the unusual amount of pearly 
white, that made them slightly noticeable. It was a 
cold hardness in their metallic stare thafc made them 
rather like lustreless buttons, — absorbing all the light 
within their reach, and letting out no ray of the lumi- 
nous soul within. 

His office, too, was on a small scale. It was an ele- 
gant little place, with a brightly dyed carpet and a 
varnished desk. No scratch or mar impaired the gloss 
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of its costly cabinets, no trace of dust or tarnish rested 
on his burnished inkstands or his polished brass clock. 
This same little clock was sometliing like its little 
owner. It was small and bright, with a quick, pleasant 
tick and a tinkling little stroke, with a regularity sur- 
prising in so small and dainty a machine, and with a 
pretence at richness that showed rather a cheap, super- 
ficial brilliancy than solid worth. The windows of the 
office were small and of the clearest crystal, shaded by 
pale-green paper curtains with a golden border, that 
shut out the broad view of the mines and the mill be- 
low, and the long sweep of wooded hills and mountains 
stretching far away to the western horizon. 

The only thing of massive proportions in the room 
was the great iron safe, which bore a crest of polished 
brass in the shape of a flying phoenix which reached 
nearly to the ceiling. Its close-shut doors looked even 
rusty in the midst of all this glistening newness; yet 
its brassy knobs were bright enough, as if a constant 
use had worn away their misty marks of age. 

Outside, the office was rather a neat, pretentious 
building, painted up to a high degree of stylishness, 
with a coat of olive-green and deep cardinal trimmings, 
while over the door stood out the bold, black letters: 
" Superintendent's Office." 

On this particular morning, when the worthy little 
Sevenoakes opened his mail of the previous evening, 
and struck the highly colored article about the Lucky 
Streak, he plunged into one of his pleasantest moods, 
and sat with his little turned-up nose tilted skyward 
so uncommonly far that it almost pointed over the 
back of his head, a bland smile disclosing his full, 
even act ot very white teeth. 
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His solitude was disturbed after a time by a quick 
step along the porch, and the opening of the door. 

'' Good. morning, Mr. Dennett," said the sleek little 
man airly, pushing a chair toward the visitor with his 
foot. ** Nice morning; not too cold. Work booming? " 

*' Work is going on steadily," replied the other, tak- 
ing the offered seat. 

" Anything I can do for you? " inquired Mr. Seven- 
cakes, pleasantly. 

" Not much. I just stepped in to tell you that I can 
dispense with Logan's efforts as assayer this week. 
Our new man is sufficiently recovered from his illness 
to go on to work, and will be in shortly for some little 
agreement he thinks necessary before beginning." 

" O, very well. You are relieved, I have no doubt." 

"Very much. There is considerable loss in any 
careless handling of ores." 

"Just so. Keep up the steam, Dennett; don't let 
them lose their hold on the present rich pull," directed 
Mr. Sevenoakes. "O, by the way, let me show you 
something good," said he, growing confidential as the 
young manager turned toward the door. "What do 
you think of that? " presenting his Mineralogical Re- 
port, and pointing out the article that had put his 
spirits into such excellent trim. 

Edward resumed his seat, and read the paragraph 
with interest, while Mr. Sevenoakes watched anxiously 
for his first words. 

"That is excellent praise," said the young man 
warmly, handing back the paper, and with his honest 
blue eyes meeting the searching glances of the steel- 
gray pair. 
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*^ Is n't that good, now? That will assiet business by 
sending plenty of help here, and we can work n)oro 
cheaply, if nothing else, — more independently, too," 
with a sly, quick twinkle of his eye. ** Somebody did 
us a good turn," ho added, suggestively, after a pause, 
reading critically the fair, earnest face of the young 
man before him. 

"Yes," Edward replied with a short laugh, knowing 
that Mr. Sevenoakes appreciated fully the mention of 
himself. " We are not quite forgotten by the civilized 
world, up here in the Mines. Some one remembered a 
little more than that wo are here." 

"O, bless you, yes; ofcourse not forgotten. But there 
are so few who are willing to give us our due. They are 
jealous, sir, — ^jealous," with a satisfied chuckle. "Our 
good luck does n't suit everybody, by any means." 

The little shuttle had run its length, and could now 
no longer move about easily. He had satisfied himself 
that Edward on his late visit to the city had not given 
this favorable report of " Supt. Sevenoakes," and that 
was all he wanted to know; so now tlie sooner that 
young man went about his business the better, — which 
the young man did immediately, without waiting to 
find it out. 

In the course of half an hour Mr. Sevenoakes had 
another visitor, Mr. George Brooklyn. This young 
man's entrance was somewhat different from his first 
caller's, rather slower, and seemingly lacking in pur- 
I^ose. 

The little man was busily engaged, so the effect of 
the flattery in his choice paragraph had somewhat 
worn off, and he was slightly less agreeable; but he 
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received Mr. Brooklyn's credentials and letters of in- 
troduction politely, and sat in silence for a few min- 
utes while he examined them, the young man regarding 
the proceeding with stoical indifference, as if deter- 
mined to exact his price at any cost. Finally, the vis- 
itor espied the Report, and picked it up to glance over 
its contents while waiting. Becoming interested in the 
account of the Lucky Streak's success, he made a re- 
mark about the paper, as Mr. Sevenoakes looked up 
and with some commonplace about the weather pre- 
pared to get out his writing materials. " I did n't ex- 
pect to see this paper here," said George; " it has but a 
small circulation in this part of the mining country. 
The proprietors are rather too particular about the re- 
liability of their reports, and seldom print much to in- 
terest their distant readers, for that reason. I know 
something about the inside workings of this journal 
myself." 

Mr. Sevenoakes was all interest at once. " Do you, 
indeed?" he replied, giving his chair a nearer hitch. 
"Are you a correspondent to its columns ?" 

"Not exactly," replied George. He detested ques- 
tioning, and always strove to evade it. "Sometimes 
when in the city, if I happen to pick up some good in- 
formation, — vouched for, — I send it around, and they 
are glad to get it; I seldom do that sort of thing when 
I 'm engaged in business myself, — I have not the time 
to bother, generally." 

" Ho, ho I " exclaimed the little Sevenoakes. " But 
that 's a remarkably good power to have. You some- 
times give reports from mines which you have never 
seen, I presume." 
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George saw throDgh his weakness at once, — that he 
was likely to want to find out about that report of the 
Lucky Streak, and he was ready with his answer. 

'^Ycs; that is generally the case when my informa- 
tion is direct.'* Then he added, for better effect, " Likely 
enough there will be several articles coming along soon 
for which I furnished the substance before I left the 
city. They usually fix up several pretty good ones out 
of a long talk on the different mines." 

''Is this one of yours?" asked the superintendent, 
pointing to the article in the Report. 

George took the paper as if he had not seen the ar- 
ticle before, and replied slowly, '' I could n't exactly 
say. I don't always recognize my own stuff. Quite 
likely it is, though; we talked of the Lucky Streak.'* 
He knew very well that in his short talk with an at- 
tache of the Report he had not furnished any items in 
praise of Mr. Sevenoakes, but had merely incidentally 
mentioned the name of his mine. He had not even 
taken pains to inquire very much about the mine itself 
of Edward Dennett while in the city, much less the 
presiding worthy's name, but he was perfectly willing 
to take the credit of having bestowed all this praise 
which pleased Mr. Sevenoakes so exceedingly. 

And the little man was satisfied about it now. 
** This is rather a fair kind of a young man to have 
around, — one who takes an interest from the first," he 
thought, as he prepared to write out their agreement. 

" Mr. Dennett, who called in a moment this morn- 
ing, mentioned that you wished to make some stipula- 
tion or other before entering into our regular contract," 
he said at last, resolving to arrange things as pleasantly 
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as i)0ssible for an employee who showed such a good 
spirit. 

" Yes," replied Greorge. " It is this, — which I must 
insist upon, — I think I understand my work suffi- 
ciently well to get along without making any serious 
blunders, and I must stipulate to have entire control 
of my own department. Are these terms inconsistent 
with your regulations ?" 

" O, certainly not, if you desire it. Certainly not," 
and Mr. Sevenoakes went about drawing up the agree- 
ment with self-congratulations that he had got off so 
easily. When he had finished, he passed it over with 
a pleasant remark, and reached for his glossy beaver, 
that he might walk over to the mill with his new em- 
ployee. As George arose, Mr. Sevenoakes noticed a 
certain fine grace about him, and an expression of 
quick appreciation in his face. He was a good-looking 
young man, and one capable of being rather compan- 
ionable, Mr. Sevenoakes thought, so he offered a cigar, 
and the two strolled off talking quite freely together. 
When they parted, George's mental verdict was that this 
little Mr. Sevenoakes would be a man worth his while 
to cultivate; and Mr. Sevenoakes's verdict was that 
George would be excellent company sometimes, besides 
being useful in matters outside of his regular line of 
duty, — and both were pleased. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

IN THE OLOAMINO. 

When erening ahadows tinge the tky- 
How sweet the balm which home can yield; 

The charm of woman's love-lit eye 
Makes strong the arm that is her shield. 

SekeUd. 

To Edward Dennett, those prosperous days at Lucky 
Streak brought rare good fortune in his worldly affairs, 
but he was still impatient for the fruition of his most 
dearly cherished hopes. Reared from childhood among 
the majestic mountains, which marked the springing 
of his boyish aspirations, which stood by solemnly and 
relentlessly and saw them wither and decay, which 
preached sermons to him of patience and renewed 
strength from their strong, everlasting hearts of gold, 
the time seemed like a great unsparing scythe, that had 
gleaned many a promising flower and left but few to 
blossom. 

Among his earliest recollections was that of the little 
country school at the old town, and the remembrance 
always brought back thoughts of a score of little bare- 
foot boys who ranged themselves in rows of all sizes 
along the blackboard and roueed the slumbering clouds 
of chalky dust; of the master thundering out his rules 
with deep, impatient tones; of disgraced culprits when 
the loud-voiced *' snapper" popped off under sonic in- 
nocent iron-shod heel; of recess time, when the little 
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girls in csLli(M> aprons, and the little bcnr? in gingbftm 
jumpers, made fearl^ merrnnent with their ried$ up 
and down the grasy hillsideg: and of the well-it^WK^tn- 
beied pathway home from school along the borders 
of a vine-embellished stream. Ah! sni^elr, tho5»e were 
old, old times, when the BoutherD mines were in tbeir 
glory, and the pioneers were in their prime. Pull 
many a pick that glistened in ihe ledges then had 
rusted back to earth: foil mauT a hand that ciiidcd its 
unerring stroke now mouldered in the blooming j?ods. 
Yet the survivors of those days looked back through tho 
long aisles of the past to their hopeful youth, and saw 
its visions rise before them stained by a deeper glory 
for their distance. Memories thev had of cities that 
flourished with a star-wreathed future, which trembled 
and sank in the crashing years that followed; those 
wild hills had known the tramp of many feet, had 
echoed many a shout with their serene and voiceless 
summits from tongues that nevermore would sing tlio 
old camp-songs, or tell the stories of the past around tho 
hearth of home. Prom the wild cafions of tho Stanis- 
laus, from the rock-walled barriers of tho swift Tuol- 
umne, from many a creek half hidden in its stony 
channels, from the glittering quartz ledgo on tho moun- 
tain-side, rose up the relics of their coming, to touch tlio 
heart with a shadow of its sadness. On niiiny ii phio- 
covered hill, deep filled with fallen uocmHob nnd tho 
crumbling earth, old prospcct-holcB tokl liipforiop of tho 
eager hearts that once throbbed thcro; on innny a rivrr 
bank the mouldering flume nnd tlio ])rok('n wntor-whorl 
still kept the stains of tlif^ir iiir})i(l tidoM fonlfopf, tlioir 
by-gone use. Par from the haunts of canip nnd town, 
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deep in tlie tree-grown centres of the hills, where the 
still wildness broke on the spirit in whispers of the old 
primeval solitude, there stood the falling cabin with its 
rock-built chimney crumbling to the earth, which once 
had served to shelter man, in the mad pursuit of golden 
phantoms, where man had never seemed to tread. 

Those were palmy days in this fever-heated country 
when the miner, strong and brown, glorious in his mud- 
besprinklcd garb and his wide slouch hat, with his 
bare arm dripping, fresh from the red-soiled bosom of 
the mine, stxxxl king over all these endless streams that 
bore his tribute under their shining flood, over all these 
gold-emblazoned roads that poured their dust into his 
long, deep sack of treasure. Life then went in by a ring- 
ing, reckless shout of jubilee, in a maddening drunken- 
ness of desperate hope. From the tribune of the rock 
heap, by the sceptre of the spade, went forth the man- 
dates of the impatient kings; down from their dusty 
palaces of stone and earth, out from the regal courts by 
the pillared blazes of their reddening fires,swept the swift 
penalties of broken laws. And yet in all tliis turmoil 
from their swift-winged justice, under all this quench- 
less thirst for gain, deep in the strong foundations of 
the heart slumbered the seeds of peace and order. All 
honor to the pioneer, he of the strong and iron sinew, he 
of the true and dauntless heart, who faced the dangers 
of the wild Far West, who in those useless pits that 
scar the face of our fair land planted the rootlets of a 
mighty state, who stood by manfully and watched them 
flourish, who told the praises of the proud tree with a 
dewy eye, and who to-day, as his reward, sees its golden 
fruit borne afar on the seas of distant lands that bow 
in homage to its glory. 
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Even Edward well remembered the day in the Bnl>- 
sidence of the mining flush, when the gloomy report 
went about the old town of the close of the Cjolden 
Deep; well did he recollect that night when tho 
furnace fires went out for the last time, when tho sun 
went down after a lingering, sad caress from its iroop 
of reddening sunbeams, on the little docnned camp 
high up in the heart of the lonesome hills, and tho 
men went home with regretful looks toward the hn/a/l 
doors that would not swing open to admit tlj^'m on 
the morrow. And after that the old Vmu was pVrw]y 
deserted, year by year going to destructi^/n and d'^cay* 
The winter rains blew through the wid'.nirig crciri/;^* 
imd stained the white walls of many a tjjm'.y iif/tft^.i 
ihe scbool-boys pelted with th^r B)tfr^f^n f/f pU/r^n f)#^ 
dusty window paxK^, until tl^^^y ';hanj^<;d i/j hhnk ^iA 
boles; whiJ*; from al) afo^y>d, iTtjrn f 1>^ tti)), <jA4^ 
ry smrnriitA, from tl>*: dark iSijnUrj *A iJ^ iHi/A%^ 
fiosn the soft b-aer^^^sii fA tJ-« k/>rfT )/';;j?^ rt*<^ f/i» iit^ 

tins ffwx a piTt f>f jj^r^r^n- ^/ryt:yy>M^A p^'/y'rf/*>5», ^'^'rfu 
Thast w*^r»: 4asrk t^r,v^ fv?- tf/*^ ^-w /.^.*> //v?--*?« i^/*i 
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But at last there came a day when the Lucky Streak 
was found, and then the minors came thronging back 
to the green hillsides with their tents, and finally the 
old familiar whistle blew its shrill blast through tho 
long-silent gorges, and prosperity dwelt with them once 
again. It was only then that fortune took his hand 
with a kindly clasp and led him upward. 

He had now been manager of the mines for some 
time, for his quick perceptions and his sound judgment 
had won for him a place among those of rich experi- 
ence. Yet the troubles and perplexities tliat annoyed 
him, the constant subjection of his strong will to the 
little indignities of his work, fretted his proud spirit, 
and made him strive the harder to bring the time when 
ho could throw off those hated shackles. 

One late afternoon when work was done he rode out 
to his mother's for a restful hour among his books and 
tho associations of his childhood. He had need of such 
renewal, for on this evening when the steady drive of 
cares were over, life seemed a very dull and aimless 
thing to him. " What am I working for? " he thought. 
" Why this constant struggle for such poor rewards?" 

Men have their dreams of love as v/ell as women, 
though in rarer glimpses, with tho vivid colors half 
shut out by the strong framing of the outer world. But 
now, when life's gloom seemed to hang coldly over him, 
a picture rose before his inner vision of a refuge from all 
tho besetting troubles of his way, a home that would bo 
a haven of love, a place where his over-burdened heart 
could right itself for all its struggles with tho storms of 
life. Grant him but this recompense for its buffctings, 
and he was satisfied. Tho warm rays of his glowing 
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" 0, it is discouraging at times," ho implied. " I have 
felt more than ever disheartened to-day. Ambition is 
forsaking nie, I guess, mother." 

" Such words from you! " said Mrs. Dennett. " Is it 
becoming for a strong man with health and good pros- 
pects to talk of discouragements? Just think of those 
who labor on amid the crushing misfortunes of ill 
health and persecution. Why, you should bo happy 
and ambitious every day of your life." 

He could not tell her that strong men had need of 
other things besides health and an open path to make 
them perfect in their strength; so he said no more, but 
closed his weary heart with its fruitless longings. 

As he went back to the hotel the twilight deepened 
on his pathway, and enclosed the dying landscape 
with a soft and restful beauty that was welcome to hi8 
tired heart, and opened all its founts of love and ten- 
derness. No wonder, then, that when he arrived at the 
hotel and saw Nellie Minton sitting dreamily there on 
the deserted veranda in the dusk, with a book lying 
idly beside her, while she seemed indulging in gentle, 
girlish fancies, he was tempted to seat himself by her 
side, and enjoy with her the sweet night air and the 
inspiration of the slumbering hour. She was very 
pretty in that soft light, with her mourning dress add- 
ing a shade of sadness to her fair face. Her eyes were 
full of a liquid darkness that also lurked with fitful 
shadowings in her hair, and even her voice borrowed a 
musical cadence from the enclianting melodies of the 
twilight winds. His heart reproached him for his for- 
mer indifference to her. " She is only a girl with a 
heart full of gentle charity and girlish wishes,'' be 
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thought, as his idea of her frivolity and thoughtless- 
ness melted in this new image of more lovely inno- 
cence. That little suggestion of sly art when she had 
offered her friendship to him on their journey in the 
stage was all forgotten, and he saw only a womanly de- 
pendence on his manly protection. He now felt almost 
ashamed that he had not received it with a more cor- 
dial welcome. *'Let us take a walk in the twilight, 
Nellie," he said, almost fearing she would go in and 
leave him with his lonely musings. She brought a 
soft white shawl for him to wrap about her, and to- 
gether they strolled down by the mill, through the 
odorous pine groves, and across the green, bright slopes 
beyond. 

" I have not seen much of you, Edward," she said 
to him as they climbed the flower-lined path. " You 
are kept very busy, I know. Don't you grow tired of 
the grinding worriments of business sometimes? " 

Why did she say that to him then? She knew not 
what a chord she had touched, how his heart was even 
aching for one word of sympathy in its strivings; but 
she knew that his answer had a warmth and ring it 
had alwavs lacked, which thrilled her heart with 
strange new hope, — a hope that he might care a little 
for her after all; for he said, " Only they who are out 
in the full heat of the daily battles with the world 
know just how tiresome and profitless they seem at 
times. Nellie, if it were not for hours like these, when 
nature binds up the wounds of the day, and gives the 
mind a strength and peace in its restful loveliness, life 
would not be worth the living." 
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IIo looked down at licr as she leaned upon his arm 
with a confiding, clinging touch, and bending over her 
to adjust her shawl that had fallen aside, there seemed 
wafted to him sometliing of her delicacy and weakness 
which ho had never felt before. She appeared so help- 
less compared to himself, so fragile to fight the battles of 
life! In return for a strong arm's generous protection, 
would she not give some of that true affection wliich he 
could not but hope dwelt in the hearts of all women? 

This slight yielding to the charm and poetry of the 
hour stilled the unrest, and brought a healing to the 
weariness of his breast. 

" In this feverish age, how many overburdened with 
its cares would not find even paradise in wandering on 
forever through these purple shadows, and in this fresh, 
delightful air,'' he said, taking off his hat to let the 
cool perfumes of the breezes blow on his forehead and 
in his hair. 

And Nellie answered, " IIow many would not love it, 
even if they had no overburdening cares and battles to 
make them long for its repose? lIow many would not 
choose it among the best of joys, if they could find the 
happiness it brings to me?" 

When he left her at the door something dewy 
sparkled in her eye, which moved him strangely with 
its seeming tenderness. lie clasped her hand in fare- 
well more cordially than usual, and said kindly, with 
his handsome eyes looking steadily down into licrs, 
"We have had a pleasant walk, have we not, Nellie? 
Let me thank you for the pleasure you have given me." 

But he forgot it when his soft pillow invited him to 
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tbe grateful oblivion of sleep; while Nellie sat for hours 
by her window, heeding not the fresh scents from the 
woods, nor the starry sky above her with its pulsing 
splendors, but hearing only those parting words sing- 
ing through the pines, and breathing in tuneful har- 
monies in the swift, free winds. 



154 AROUND TOE GOLDEN DEEP. 



CHAPTER XII. 

CnaHHEK SCHEMES. 

I hear their tones in converse sweet. 
Like singing winds in summer lowers; 

They speak of scenes and friends loved well 
In by-gone times and pleasant hourd. 

SeUcted, 

It was afternoon at the Royal Regina. A dull 
lethargy rested over the place, and a monotonous 
silence, broken only by a shutting door or a footstep 
through the hall, making a jarring contrast to the dis- 
tant roar of the mill and the whispering pines without. 
In a pretty little sitting-room upstairs sat Mabel and 
Nellie by the broad, clear windows that looked out over 
the bright-roofed camp and the busy mines. Nellie 
was embroidering, with a great many rose-colored and 
pale green and pearl silk flosses, a strip of russet brown 
satin, and Mabel divided her time with a book and the 
glowing scene through the crystal wi'^dow. 

" Do you think Mrs. Dennett will be pleased?'' asked 
Nellie, holding up her work for inspection. 

" She ought to be. It is very pretty," answered 
Mabel. 

" It is folly perhaps for me to do this," Nellie went 
on. "She paints and embroiders exquisitely herself, 
and I presume she has plenty of time, but I wanted to 
make her some little present, anyway, with my own 
hands, and this seemed about the only thing I could 
do up here." 
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"I am sure she will prize it higher than her own 
work because it is a gift," said Mabel, thinking how 
Mrs. Dennett's blue eyes would light up with pleasure 
when she saw it. 

Nellie went on with her careful stitching, and Mabel 
looked out of the window again. 

" 0, there is that Mr. Brooklyn, your friend, coming 
out of the mill without his hat, and a handkerchief 
over his head," Mabel exclaimed after a pause. ** Ho 
looks as funny as a clown," she added with a laugh. 

Nellie leaned forward to see too. " That 's just like 
him," she said. ^^ He would n't do that for a mint if he 
thought we were looking at him." 

" He is vain, then, and does everything for appear- 
ance." 

" O no. But I rather guess there is a certain pair of 
hazel eyes he is somewhat afraid of these days." Mabel 
blosbed, and Nellie continued: '^He wouldn't like to 
have those eyes, of all eyes in the world, see him in his 
laboratory garb, especially if they saw in him a resem* 
blance to a clown. To tell the truth, — the absolute 
truth," she said, growing earnest and laying her work 
down in her lap while she looked steadily at her com- 
panion, — '' the man is more than half in love with you, 
llabel. There is no denying it. I can read him like a 
book. You can have the jolliest kind of a time this 
gummer, if yoa only manage him right. Ju^t flatter 
him, and be is your willing slave. But, after all, he is 
not so foolish as to make hims^^lf a disagre^^able one 
unless yoa want him. and that is a great conxeuience, — - 
to have him ready to behave himself wlien yoa g^t tired 
itfaecing him around. George i^ very pcoud, joa knov* 
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He has excellent proepects, besides being a channing 
fellow himself." 

" Why," said Mabel, whose burning cheeks and ex- 
cited eyes told the story of her agitation, " I am scarcely 
acquainted with Mr. Brooklyn yet. What makes you 
say such a thing as that?" 

'' Because I know him better than you do, and be* 
cause I have ears alsa" 

" You have ears I What have you heard ? ^ 

^^ 0, nothing much. Just a hint, but I understood 
it. The other evening when Edward and I were out 
for a walk we lingered till the twilight had grown quite 
late, — we are such old friends, you know, and we had 
so many pleasant memories to recall, and so many 
other things to talk of, that neither of us realized bow 
the time was going, — and so, as I came through the 
hall it was rather dark, I lingered a moment, remem- 
bering I had forgotten to tell him something of a IKtle 
importance to both of us, and wondering if I had better 
turn back, when I saw two figures in the parlor, — 
George and Mr. Sevenoakes, — and I could not help 
hearing what they said. Mr. Sevenoakes, it seems, 
had been speaking about the success of the mines, and 
mentioned the rush of new-comers, and his companion, 
George-like (I can't think of anything else to call it), 
said, ^ Yes, and better than that, it is delightful to have 
some of those new-comers ladies.' 'Aba,' said Mr. 
Sevenoakes, ' you are susceptible to such allurements, 
are you?' and George answered, *I'll have to own up, 
while there's such a pretty girl here as that Miss 
Willis, that I am'; and though Mr. Sevenoakes con- 
curred in his opinion, yet I could see there was a 
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IB SO morbidly moral that eho won't breathe for fear it 
is a sin. Edward Dennett, naturally enough, is likely 
to devote some of his time to my pleasure, and I in- 
tend to accept it, too, — though of course with us it is 
different from the ofTair between you and George. We 
arc old friends, and little kindnesses have a far greater 
weight in such a case than when they are given 
through a temporary friendship only. However, do as 
you like, of course. Only I thought it so fortunate 
that George had taken such a fancy, for then we both 
would have so many opportunities to go out well pro- 
vided with masculine protection. O, it would be 
charming, Mabel. Consider well before you make up 
your mind to snub Sir George." 

^^ I have n't said I shall snub him, Nellie. I only 
objected to a deliberate planning for my summer's 
pleasure at the expense of another's feelings. If I ever 
accept any courtesy from him for the promotion of my 
enjoyment, it will not be with that end in view, but 
because I appreciate and accept an offered kindness 
which baa no reference to the future for either of us, 
unless we choose to so agree." 

" Of course, that is what I mean," chimed in Nellie. 
"You can get out of it easy as anything, by keeping 
him off a little. Only you '11 have to give him a little 
hope, — that is, you must be pleasant and appear to 
prefer him, — or you will not be able to keep him long, 
unless he is terribly in love." 

"It is no use talking to you, Nellie," said Mabel. 
"You arc a confirmed flirt, so my principles will never 
be appreciated by you. But if it is true that Mr. Brook- 
lyn is my admirer, I shall never use that advantage 
^or any benefit to myself" 
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" You '11 learn some time," said Nellie, appearing to 
be looking down at her rosy threads, but stealing a 
bright, quick glance upward at the blushing face by the 
window; "but only after you have lost thousands of 
good times." 

The two girls sat in silence for some minutes, and 
finally Mabel asked idly, *' Is n't Mr. Brooklyn rather 
young to be a first-class assayer." 

'' Yes. But then you know he is * smart as a steel 
trap,' as some one long ago used to say of him. He 
has only been following this business two or three 
years. When I first knew him he was studying chem- 
istry in an apothecary's shop. Which do you think 
is the best looking, George or Mr. »Sevenoakes?" 

"O, Mr. Brooklyn is the finest-looking, of course. 
But ^Ir. Dennett has very fine eyes," Mabel added 
innocently. 

" Yes," Nellie said, almost starting at the mention 
of his name. *" However few other claims Edward may 
have to good looks, his eyes are certainly very hand- 
some." 

" But I think Mr. Dennett is rather a nice-looking 
young man, without mentioning his eyes," said Mabel. 
" He is so powerful and well-formed, and his face is so 
full of expression, and so cheerful and bright." Some- 
how she took a mild dehght in speaking of him. She 
was unconscious of it herself, but Nellie jealously 
guessed it, and kept on talking to see if she guessed 
aright. However, Mabel's thoughts were so innocent 
and natural that Nellie quite satisfied herself there was 
no danger from that source. She had opened the con- 
Tersation with two objects in view. One was to create 
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an agreeable impreseion of Gteorge in Mabel'B mind, 
and therefore to make the proposition of a summer's 
enjoyment suggest something better and more lasting, 
which Mabel could indulge in secret; and the other 
was to give her to understand by little hints, and ap- 
parently by little accidents, of her own standing with 
Edward Dennett, and thereby assure her it would be 
dishonest and unkind to usurp any of his friendship or 
attention. 

She went on talking of him, and recalling old times 
and scenes. *' When we used to live up here at the old 
town, which lies just over the hill from the camp,'' she 
said, '' and I was a mere child and Edward only a half- 
grown boy, mamma and Mrs. Dennett used to be great 
friends. Of course that was long, long ago, for poor 
papa moved away a few years after the Golden Deep 
mines went down. We went to the city to live, and then 
we saw them but seldom, on their occasional visits there. 
But Edward and I have always kept up the ' contract ' 
of friendship which we once made. Before poor dear 
papa's death, it was never possible for me to come up 
here, — it always brought such unpleasant recollections 
of his failure that he would never approve of it, — and 
BO everything is quite new to me as well as to you, 
though Mrs. Dennett's home and the old mines look 
about the same as they did a dozen years ago." 

Mabel found a quiet pleasure in listening to the 
praises of a blue-eyed boy who was manly and gen- 
erous among rough and coarse companions, and sat 
listening to Nellie's stories until the sun hung threat- 
eningly near the horizon fringed with spear-like pines, 
and Nellie folded up her work and asked Mabel to go 
'fra walk. 
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I will wander off in another direction for flowers, and 
wc will meet at dinner-timo to compare trophies. How 
is that for a proposition?" 

" Very well," answered Mabel up the height, rejoiced 
with the prospect of the fresh, bright flowers blooming 
so rarely beautiful from their high, unfrequented home, 
and the wide view of the grand wild hills spread out 
below her. ''But you will not find anything better 
than I shall, I know," she added. 

Nellie went down again, keeping close to the stream 
till she reached the hotel; and looking back, far up the 
long, steep hill, she saw Mabel's lithe form outlined like 
a statue of morning against the brown rock and the 
trailing vines around her, waving a snowy handker- 
chief and a spray of rich madrollos in token of her 
triumph. Nellie smiled to herself. '' How fortunate I 
was to get rid of her like that I I almost despaired of 
getting out alone when Edward is apt to be around. 
Now let her ruminate on her high Olympus, I can get 
enough from the much-scorned world below, if only he 
is nigh." 

She looked at her watch. She still Lad time for a 
walk in the woods before the welcome whistle would 
blow, so she hurried away on the ferny path through 
the trees toward the Golden Deep. She was not afraid 
in the lonely, singing forest, for she felt it quite impor- 
tant to find a few flowers that would match Mabel's 
madronos. At last the whistle of the Lucky Streak 
shrieked out, full and hoarse at first, and rising to a 
high, shrill blast that went echoing through the forests 
and mountains with palpitating answers, and she started 
up to find something quickly and go home. But she 
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Nellie could tuA, liear bii^ first wz/r^ls, but sb^j ^^^»r4 
Kita's answer with just a sagg^ii//fi i/f i\$M i/iMsii^^l 
Bfianii^h ac^;<fiit in it, ** y#?s, I *H ifftmti^ U^ /y/z/M./' 
sb^ s^id; "if yt^x af«r sur^j #>// //f^ will ktt^fW H iUd 
my f<i»iyrf w^rild fiV/ff/i fcstrfMliy if )#/; icJy/'il/J ft^#'j /aH 
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Nellie could scarcely stifle a giggle at this juncture. 
" No one knows it now, and it will be a secret for you 
and me forever. And I will get you a ring for that 
pretty little hand, and you will be promised to me till 
I can claim you for my own. And then won't I have a 
beauty that every one will bo envious of, for her fine 
dresses and her bewitching face. We will go away 
from here then, and so you must not breathe a word of 
this to a living soul, or something would happen to mar 
our hopes, my little love." 

*'\Vho should I tell it to? Not my father or 
mother, surely, or they 'd soon stop it; and I would n't 
tell it to any one else." 

^^ You must not think it strange if I do not meet you 
always just as we plan," he went on. " I must be very 
careful not to awaken any suspicion that you are my 
little sweetheart now." 

'* Yes, you '11 be staying to admire some of those fine 
ladies up at the hotel. I saw one once; she was beau- 
tiful and good, and I know you would never like me if 
you could have her," said Nita, trying to tear herself 
from his strong clasp. 

"Have her! Why, you are three times as handsome 
to me, — you suit me three times as well in everything. 
Ah! do you think I could exchange you for any of 
the girls up there at the hotel, my dear? This little 
beauty suits me best." 

" Really, truly now? Honestly? " 

"Yes," he returned, hastily. "But I must go. I 
heard the whistle from the mine just now, and I must 
be around the mill as if I had just left work; so good 
by. Won't you give me one kiss? " 
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" O, I could n't," answered Nita, looking frightened. 

" O, yes, — come," he said, coaxingly. " I can't go 
away without it"; and he pressed a warm kiss on her 
bright red lips, and with a fond glance left her stand- 
ing in the twilight woods. She waited till his footsteps 
ceased to crackle on the dried, fallen branches that 
hid themselves under the spring's covering of fresh 
green grasses, and started back to her home. 

" I must have a better look at her," thought Nellie, 
coming boldly out of her hiding-place to meet Nita 
face to face. The girl did not see where the intruder 
came from, but she remembered of hearing no footsteps 
under the pines since George's died away, and her 
heart beat wildly, with a vague fear that they had not 
been alone. As Nellie passed, her face flushed a deep 
crimson, covering even her dusky brow and neck with 
a glow like the sunset. Nellie smiled. "Well she 
may blush," she said, " to be out secretly making love 
with such a man as he "; and she hurried off, thinking 
of Edward, while Nita stood sorrowfully watching the 
retreating figure till it was lost among the trees. 

Edward Dennett, standing on the flowerj' slope 
above the mill, looking down on tho other side at the 
shattered roofs of the old town, picturesque in their 
loneliness and decay, and enjoying a breath of the 
singing breeze, was surprised to see Nellie come out of 
the twilight shadows that were creeping into the sur- 
rounding woods. S'he started nervously when she saw 
him, as if all her mind had been centred on her own 
happy fancies, but looked up with a smile as he came 
toward her with a plensant *' Good evening." " Been 
out for flowers, I sec," he said. " You are well repaid, 
for these are rare. Where did you get them? " 
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inspection over the mines. It was twilight, and the 
darkness was gathering in the pine forest that ex- 
tended up to the mill on one side, but presently out of 
the shades came Nita with her usual basket of eggs 
for the hotel. The two men looked up when they 
heard the rustle of her footstep in the grass, and Mr. 
Scvenoakes remarked carelessly, "What a fine-look- 
ing daughter Logan can boast of." 

" Yes," answered George, with a sly twinkle in his 
eye; " she is a good-looking girl." 

"Plenty of fire, though," said Mr. Scvenoakes, 
crushing out the light of his discarded cigar with his 
foot, and leaving it a little doubtful which fire he 
meant. 

"Not quite so much as you might think," said 
George, knowingly. "She is pretty easily managed 
sometimes. I would n't be afraid myself to undertake 
the task of subduing her fiery temper." 

"0, you wouldn't, eh?" said the little man, laugh- 
ing. " That 's l)ecause you don't know how she settles 
all the dandies who travel around in these parts." 

" What will you bet I can't get her to take the best 
kind of notice of me now?" 

'* I would n't advise you to try," returned Mr. Scven- 
oakes, ready to dismiss the subject. 

" Well, just watch," said George, starting away tow- 
ard Nita, anxious to prove his power. 

Mr. Scvenoakes perched himself upon a stump, 
laughing good-naturedly, and watched the procoed- 
ings. " Now I 'm ready to see one or both of them 
play the fool," he thought. " However, George is a 
pretty good sort of fellow, as the world goes, if he u 
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a little bit too sweet on the ladies," — this not with- 
out rather a disagreeable remembrance of how the 
haughty, mincing, proud Mrs. Sevenoakes, who usu- 
ally set her dainty blond head far above any one of 
George's station, had condescended to chat quite 
warmly with him one whole evening on the hotel ve- 
randa, notwithstanding that young man's efforts to be 
attentive to Mabel at the same time; and how afterward 
the fastidious Mrs. Sevenoakes had pronounced " that 
young Mr. Brooklyn " a very brilliant and entertaining 
person. 

Nita was pursuing her way, unconscious of any one 
near, when George followed her a few steps, and touch- 
ing her on the shoulder, said something to her. A 
deeper crimson burned on her cheek as she took his 
offered hand, but she shrank back as if to end the meet- 
ing there, when George led her over into the shadow of 
the mill, and within hearing of Mr. Sevenoakes, who sat 
placidly on his stump looking on, not without feelings 
of contempt for the whole affair, and rather wishing 
himself out of it, as something far below his dignity. 

" Nita," said George, " won't you give me a lock of 
your hair to put in my watch-chain? I am going to 
send it away to-morrow to be woven, and I should like 
to have it now." 

" Yes, I '11 give a lock to you," she replied, her eyes 
sparkling. *' How much will you have ? " she asked, 
holding up a long black braid. 

" This will do," cutting off a glossy strand with his 
knife. " Now good by; I hated to stop you here, but I 
couldn't help it, you see; and your father will never 
know of it." 
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She turned to go, but caught sight of the 8uperin« 
tendent seated comfortably on his elevated lookout, and 
observing the whole affair with a good deal of surprise. 
The sunset blush burned over brow and neck again as 
she hastened away, and great tears splashed on the 
shapely bare hand that held the basket. 

" I Ve made something by it," said George, coming 
back to Mr. Sevenoakes with a triumphant smile, and 
holding up the lock of hair. " This will weave very 
prettily into my watch-chain. She is not such a spit- 
fire, after all, when she *s managed right; now, is she? 
She 's a pretty little girl, and a pleasant one too, if you 
only just know how to take her." 

George began to feel rather ashamed of his vanity, 
manifested in such a coarse way, and he thought best 
not to refer to it again, when Mr. Sevenoakes jumped 
down from his stump with a laugh, — about just what 
George was rather anxious to find out, — and offering a 
cigar, said calmly: "That proves nothing, young man. 
Every one is not so fascinating as you are. I would n't 
advise you to sail in too steep there, though ; she might 
use her temper for even your benefit some day. Come 
on, let us go and see what Dennett 's got over there in 
that dump-car which so interests him." 

Meantime Nita went her way with her despised eggs 
on her arm, trying to see through fast-falling tears the 
swimming path before her. She was tortured by a 
tumult of agonizing fears. The fresh, bright world, 
and the star-gemmed twilight with its wooing beauty, 
were suddenly bathed in a mournful blackness. Was 
George a traitor to her ? Was he deceiving her, after 
all ? What shameful thing was this she had just done 
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in the sight of the world ? She wiped her eyes to make 
herself more presentable in the great, lighted hotel 
kitehen, though her heart seemed torn and wounded 
with a wild unrest that brought the tears afresh. 

But what voice was this, so sweet and soft and kindly, 
coming to her from the low side balcony, like a voice ^ 
from heaven, and calling gently, "Nital" She looked 
up. Mabel stood leaning over the white carved railing 
above, radiant in a snowy, lace-trimmed muslin, lighted 
up with a spray of rich pink oleanders and wild moun- 
tain fern. What a beautiful face she had for Nita, 
sickened with the world's treachery and unthinking 
cruelty I It was full of kindness and gentle pity; a 
face with patience in it, and beaming with the soft, 
glowing light of love. To Nita's quick remembrance 
there flashed the image of her own face as she had seen 
it reflected from her mirror, its dark, oval beauty graven 
with lines of deep impulse and feeling, brilliant with 
rich, warm hues coming and going, and great dark 
eyes gleaming with an unsteady glow. MabePs face 
seemed far more beautiful to her, for behind those deli- 
cate features shone a spiritual glory and loveliness; 
there was a soft light in her clear, dark eyes, and the 
rich masses of her nut-brown hair seemed fine and 
glossy as spun silk. She was a lovely being, made of 
finer clay than poor, impulsive Nita. 

Mabel's calm manner seemed to dispel Nita's un- 
happiness, and she looked up timidly, a great lull 
sweeping through the storm of her feelings, to this girl 
who seemed an angel in her purity. 

" Come up to see me when you have disposed of your 
eggs," Mabel said; and somehow this mention of them 
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made tho hated basket of pearly eggs seem far more 
honorable than before. 

If poor Nita had a sorrow that night, she also had a 
joy that was to her a partial fulfilment of her fondest 
hopes; for Mabel, out of her well-filled wardrobe, gave 
her a silken, sheeny grenadine, glittering here and there 
with jetty spangles. Nita did not presume to kiss the 
fair delicate being who was so kind to her, but when 
she took her leave she held out her little brown hand 
and told her thanks so earnestly that Mabel saw it was 
hard work for the proud girl to keep back her choking 
tears. Nita went home with her precious gift in the 
empty egg-basket, and her heart, that had been heavy 
with sorrows, overflowing with gratitude and happiness, 
and even complete forgiveness toward George. 

And George, whose conscience was very elastic, did 
not think that Nita had ground for any possible com- 
plaint against him when next he waited at their tryst- 
ing-place in the wood, and silenced her jealous fears 
with assurances which he himself almost believed to 
be true. 

His suit with Mabel did not progress any too well. 
She was cold-hearted, he thought, proud of her beauty 
and her wealth; but her shyness only made him desire 
the more to win her and glory in his conquest. But 
after the middle of summer he recognized a rival in the 
affair. The rival presented himself in the form of a 
tall, thin man, who was a lawyer, and consumptive. 
James Knowles had known Mabel when she was a 
child, and through a service done to her family held a 
strong claim on her kindness and consideration. How- 
ever, George did not think it quite right that he should 
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exercise it to further his designs as a suitor, and follow 
her to this mountain retreat. Knowles was a silent 
man. Ho watched constantly every one around him, 
hut seldom spoke except when roused up to the subject 
of the law, and then ho always blazed forth with un- 
tiring eloquence, which not even the prospect of Mabel's 
company could persuade him to leave unfinished. Ho 
seemed secretly jealous of any one who even spoke to 
Mabel; and since he had nothing to do, he spent most 
of his time entertaining Mr. Sevenoakes and other 
worthies about the mine, and the rest of it listening 
and watching. George came to regard him as rather a 
dangerous rival, one who would be well armed if any 
fate should give an opponent the ascendency. He 
thought of Nellie Minton and her power to disgrace 
him, and the thought was not altogether wholesome; 
for he did not know what Knowles might not get hold 
of to worst him in case Mabel should at last be won. 
Still he could do nothing but " confound Nellie Min- 
ton," and call Knowles an "unprincipled cur," and let 
the matter rest. But George had a far more dangerous 
rival than Mr. Knowles, in Edward Dennett. It mat- 
tered little who cared for Mabel so long as her heart 
was untouched. But while Edward Dennett held such 
a charm for the pretty, true-hearted girl, it was useless 
for Aunt Willis to scold, and say that the young men of 
the mines were far below her station, or for even George 
Brooklyn or Mr. Knowles to lay siege to her heart. 

Edward himself looked upon her as one of those rare 
beings who are like gems among gaudy baubles. He 
admired her; he respected her. He felt more: he al- 
most loved her in a sense; and yet her pride and 
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apparent coldness chilled even his admiration, and he 
felt that she could never be more to him than a mem- 
ory. And there was even something else that came 
between their friendship. Nellie's love-lighted glances 
made him feel that, although his heart was untouched 
by them, in consideration of his friendship to her, he 
should strive to save her feelings where he could do so 
without positive injury to himself. 

July came, with its sultry heats and glimmering 
skies, and though the vein continued fair, and working 
was easy, Mr. Sevenoakes decided to celebrate the in- 
dependence of his country by giving the men a holiday. 

The day broke with a sky so rich and golden that 
even old residents took out their palm-leaf hats, and 
filled their sprinklers, with dubious thoughts about the 
heat, and the miners spent most of their time wishing 
for watermelons, or that they might pass the day at 
the bottom of the shaft. No whistle blew from the 
roaring mill that morning, and the bright weathercock 
on the top had to relinquish the highest place to the 
brilliant stars and stripes which Edward Dennett 
proudly hoisted before daybreak, so that even the 
earliest risers could see the glorious colors flaunting 
through the pines at their first look upon the outside 
world. From many a new-roofed dwelling in the town 
of Lucky Streak floated the dear old flag, and many a 
barefooted urchin shouted for George Washington, and 
fired crackers with true patriotic zest. The miners 
loitered about the town until the heat of the day came 
on, and then scattered about in the long cool sheds, 
busy over their cards and wine. 

Edward Dennett had planned a little exploring party 
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to the old mines of the Golden Deep, partly to afford 
pleasure to the ladies at the hotel, and partly because 
he had a strong desire to visit the long-closed mill 
again. The neglected mill and the abandoned mine 
had fallen into the hands of his father after the cessa- 
tion of mining operations, to satisfy an old debt. The 
property was considered nearly worthless, except for 
the half-worn-out machinery; and Edward, who in- 
herited it after his father's death, found his time so 
occupied v/ith his daily labors - at Lucky Streak that 
he had never found a suitable opportunity to investi- 
gate its value. Around it lingered still its old-time 
glory in Edward's mind, and he could not help feeling 
somewhat proud of his ownership, notwithstanding the 
exhausted lode had long since lost its power to attract 
the restless gold-seekers. And so this holiday he 
felt that he could almost revive the feelings of his 
boyhood with a glimpse of the interior of the old 
abandoned mill. Consequently, on that warm July 
morning, the breakfast-bell at the Royal Regina rang 
a half-hour earlier than usual, and there was a genteel 
Btir all over the house, that broke up pleasantly its long 
monotonous quiet. Most of the guests decided to go, 
80 that there were nearly twenty persons in the little 
party, and all the available vehicles were in demand. 
The old mines were less than a mile from Lucky 
Streak, and many preferred to walk, but Edward Den- 
nett found himself faced with the puzzle of how to find 
a conveyance large enough to accommodate his friends. 
However, the matter was settled by Nellie, not altogether 
to his satisfaction, when Mr. Sevenoakes drove up to the 
crowded veranda in his shining black carriage with its 
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satiny black borscs for Mrs. Sovcnoakes and her lady 
friend, Mrs. Winsor. 

"You Bclfisb mortal!" said Nellie, as be came up the 
steps, *^ to have all tbat room in your carriage and not 
invite some of these poor waiting creatures to occupy 
it." 

" That 's just what I intend to do," replied Mr. Soveo- 
oakes, cordially; "come along yourself." 

"Not I, indeed I" said Nellie, with a quick glance at 
Edward, who stood near the steps putting on his driv- 
ing-gloves while he waited. The little man understood, 
and his precious pride was not wounded. Nellie was 
willing to forego the honor of riding with the superin- 
tendent's party behind his spirited blacks for the sake 
of Edward's company, and he had a careless respect 
for the motive. 

" 0, well," he returned good-naturedly, laughing, "it 
is Miss Willis I want. Will you consent to ride with 
us, Miss Willis?" Malxjl looked toward Nellie, and 
the latter young lady telegraphed back in unmistak- 
able language, " By all means, go. You will get rid of 
that distressing Knowles now"; and so Mabel went, 
although there was a certain sinking of her heart that 
she would not acknowledge even to herself. But Mr. 
Sevenoakes was agreeably affected, and assisted her 
to a seat with a good deal of airy grace, while proud 
Mrs. Sevenoakes, whose liking for Mabel was not too 
great, decided that she too should have a share in se- 
lecting the occupants of their carriage, and so with a 
stately toss of her blond head, and a melting look from 
her fine blue eyes, which did not make the most happy 
impression on her observing lord, said to George, "And 
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Mr. Brooklyii will be a valuable addition if he will 
come." That young man stood looking up toward the 
carriage (in reality at Mabel, but Mrs. Sevenoakes 
thought it was meant for herself), with an expression 
of careless admiration that was very becoming to his 
handsome face, which instantly changed to one of 
sparkling interest at these words; but he said, "You 
will be crowded, I fear; you have four already, so I 
must decline with thanks." 

Mr. Sevenoakes's early impression of George had 
never changed. That first morning when the eulo- 
gistic paragraph in ther Report had set him into such 
excellent humor, and George had appeared on the scene 
as the originator of it, and had promised to be such a 
pleasant, companionable fellow, always rose before him 
at such times as these, and gave the little shuttle-like 
man greater breadth of action. If there was anything 
that could win him, it was a word of praise, not vul- 
garly bestowed, but given as if an acknowledgment of 
true merit, and he never ceased to gratefully remem- 
ber the compliment. If it had not been for this, it is 
quite likely Mr. Sevenoakes would not have said so 
heartily, " Plenty of room, of course, George. You are 
expected, anyway. On the back seat with Miss Willis 
I presume you can manage to find a place"; and of 
course George did manage, for Mrs. Winsor immedi- 
ately offered to sit on the front seat, where there was 
more room, since Mrs. Sevenoakes was so small and 
willowy. 

George was in the seventh heaven of bliss. He ad- 
justed the robe with careful politeness, praised in glow- 
ing terms the changing scenes before them, even quoted 
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in a deop, melodious voice stray bits of poetry, and 
charmingly alluded to the joy it would be to bim could 
ho always bo skimming through such balmy air with 
a white-robed fairy beside him. It was rather a bold 
thing to say to a girl like Mabel, who had never given 
him even a ghost of encouragement; but George was 
always free with his compliments, and his manner 
gave them a spice of audacity that was at first very 
agreeable. lie ingeniously made occasions, and paid 
them gracefully; and they always seemed to have a 
hidden fire and a personal application, that made them 
seem more than mere words, b# that even when they 
were unwelcome they could not be repelled very efiect- 
ively; and this morning they were accompanied with 
glances of undisguised admiration from his handsome 
dark eyes that in some cases would have been irresist* 
ible. But they were lost on Mabel, who was thinking 
idly how in the world Mr. Sevenoakes, who sat in front 
of her, could always keep his fine black coat without 
the slightest suggestion of dust, his black beaver so 
glossy, and his bright sleek hair so evenly combed in 
an exact curving line along his fair, pink-tinted neck. 
Knowlcs, standing on the steps, had seen one of 
George's lovc-freightcd looks, and turned away, white 
with rage, muttering, " I cxi>cct now I Ve got as much 
to fear from that evil-eyed scamp as from the honor- 
able Dennett himself. I shall have to kill one or 
both of them." lie had guessed Mabel's secret already, 
and knew that although George had been openly his 
opponent, and Edward had devoted some of his time to 
Nellie, Mabel's cheeks had borrowed the deeper tint of 
the rose's heart, and her eye had beamed with a soft. 
Dew light, whenever Edward spoke to her. 



TBiFLora 179 

Edward Dennett saw Creorge's glances, too, but he 
only smiled to himself. He felt that to this lovely 
girl, whose path had seemed to lead in pleasant places, 
such proofs of devotion were quite unheeded; and he 
was right. 

It was with interest that the party opened the wide, 
creaking doors and entered the musty ruins of the old 
mill. Its rafters, once bright red, had turned to brown 
cracked beams, and on its broad sagging belts the 
dust of years had collected, thick and mildewed. There 
were traces of past elegance in the embellished pillars 
and the fine-grooved floors, and the unmistakable 
marks of neglect and decay in the rusty machinery 
and the rain-stained walls. The buildings were large, 
and all adjoined, so that the party went from one to 
another well protected from the hot July sun with- 
out. There were the little offices, with glass doors and 
moulded ceilings; the great machinery-room full of 
motionless wheels, and rusty, broken water-pipes; the 
engine-room, from which that hissing steam-generator 
had been removed, leaving a black, oil-stained hole; 
and the terrible shaft-house, with its cages hanging 
over the door of the gaping black pit, and its cars piled 
up in disordered heaps over the pumps and windlasses. 

To Edward Dennett these scenes were particularly 
interesting. It recalled his happy, careless boyhood 
to see those broad doors opened wide, letting in the sun 
that for so many years had been shut away from the 
damp floors, and to hear the voices echoing resonant 
and clear from the hollow domes as of old. 

"Ugh! this atmosphere reminds one of a cold 
blast from the ruins of the Mediaeval ages, it is so 
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mouldy and damp and close, with no suggestion of 
ninctcenth-ccntury civilization or sunshine," said Mabel 
to Edvrard, as they entered the shaft-house. 

" Your remark seems but an echo of my thoughts," 
ho replied; "but the Middle Ages represent my early 
life, and these noisome scents come from the decay of 
the perishing years." 

Ho stood silently looking around him, recalling old 
associations, remembering how, when he was a smalL 
lad, he had deemed it a herculean feat to push one of 
those empty ore-cars along its shining track, how he 
had held his hand to catch the muddy stream that 
poured out of the wide-mouthed pumps, and looked 
with wonder upon those flying belts and buzzing wheels. 
But the coming years and the crown of manhood had 
made all these things clear, and he was master of his 
work in every line; and now he was still standing 
among the grander mysteries of life, like a child trying 
to discern with his weak insight the mighty problems 
of existence. Wo only rise higher to learn how much 
deeper was our previous ignorance. He had stood but 
a moment thus, lost in reverie and reflection, when he 
suddenly roused himself from the graves of the past, 
lest his thoughtful mood should seem like indifference 
to Mabel. But when he looked around for her, she was 
gone. 
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CHAPTBB XIV. 

THS TTXXEL AT THE QOLDSN DKKP, 

Ohi, Ifciii ii BolUBg holier in thia life of oai« th«iu tho fir«t v\^« 
of lo^^ — tiie first flattering oi its lilkou wi)\g»« tU<^ 
Kwnd and breath of that wind which ):» tn^ mnm to »wtH^|t 
throsgh the eool, to purify or to destroy. ~ Li^xovKi.i.ow* 

That was an eyentful day at tho old luill for t\n> 
lives at least. The current of our dostJuv is PoinotinuHft 
fumed into other channels by only a shining bar of 
pebbles or alow reef of crumbling roi^ks; and ko by tho 
slightest chain of happenings on this day rt'Yolations 
were made that changed tho course of all afloi^-ooming 
events. 

There was a great deal of morry-making insido tlu^so 
dingy walls, and at last a few dooidod to tako lunoh 
there, and sent a messenger over to tho hotol for tho 
viands. They spread tho tablo on an ovoriurnoil oar. 
and dined in unique picnic fashion, enjoying thoir 
queer surroundings even more than if thoy wori^ in tho 
midst of outdoor leafy woods, gathered about tho low, 
flat rocks that nature seems to have designed for tho 
table of primitive man. 

Nellie was in high glee, having secured Ktlward for 
the day, as she thought, and her glib tongue and blithe 
manner made her appear to bo the most brilliant lady 
in the company. George sarcastically whispered to 
Mabel at the table that she certainly was tho most 
brilliant, when a ray of glowing sunlight broke through 
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tho Bbattercd roof and fell upon her bright auburn hair, 
lighting it up beautifully with a thousand flecks of red- 
dish gold. 

After lunch a few gathered in one of the little offices 
to hear a story about the place from Mrs. Dennett, 
while others sauntered around, intent on exploring to 
the fullest extent tho quaint ruins of the mines. Among 
tho latter was Mabel, who succeeded in ridding herself 
of George, and getting her hat, stole quietly out of tho 
wide front doors for a glimpse of the reddish mounds 
of earth and the strange wrecks lying about the build- 
ings outside. 

She had not been gone long when Mrs. Willis sought 
Edward Dennett, as one the most familiar with the 
vicinity, and asked him if he would find her, adding, 
'^ I am afraid of this spot, there are so many shafts and 
terrible places." 

Nellie was not pleased to be deprived of her best 
company, so she said, partly as a warning, but more 
as a i)etty revenge to nettle the fretful lady, " You had 
better be careful that she does not wander off and 
marry that same young man you have sent for her. 
Mabel's money might be a temptation even to the most 
honorable person." 

The eccentric old lady had her doubts about the last 
statement, but she believed that any one of Mabel's 
admirers was especially partial to her small fortune, 
and hence she was suspicious of all alike. So this last 
shot cost Mabel an hour of rigid, painful questioning. 

Edward sauntered oflf through the buildings, and at 
length, thinking it quite likely she had taken a notion 
to explore outside of tho building, he found his hat and 
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went out. No Mabel was there. At last Nellie's voice 
called from a small broken window, ''I think Mrs. 
Wiliis has found her now. I hear a commotion, such 
as there would likely be; so you had better come in. 
I would like so much to have you show me that fungi on 
the trap-door of the shaft." But just then Nellie was 
called away by an impatient voice, so Edward was left 
alone to loiter about in the shadow of the old mill, busy 
with his thronging memories. This had been a thought- 
ful day for him, — a long review of the vanished past. 
He had talked with Nellie and had shown her about, 
but he had scarcely heard her; his mind was crowded 
with other thoughts, — the scenes of his youth, in 
which even Nellie herself, then lithe little Nellie, de- 
ceitful and wilful, with her long auburn braid and her 
trim little figure, appeared. 

Over on a hillside west of the mill was an old tunnel, 
and though he had seen it often since the closing of 
the mine, he still felt a curiosity to look again into its 
dark, dripping cavern. It was but a short distance 
through the hot sun to the refuge of the pines on a cool 
bank, and he walked quickly till he reached the shade, 
and then strolled along dreamily through the delicious, 
cool, damp scents till he arrived at the tunnel. 

The bright sunlight dazzled his eyes, so he hesi- 
tated a few moments at the mouth of the tunnel to 
accustom them to the darkness before venturing in. 
First there appeared to his sight the arched, swollen 
timbers covered with magnificent fungi, propping up 
like huge ribs the crumbling walls till they were swal- 
lowed in the blackness far into the hill. The water, 
which in winter and spring constantly dripped from 
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overhead and formed a stream in the bottom of the 
tunnel, had now ceased, leaving only a mouldy moist- 
ure seeping through the walls, and making the filmy 
webs, which the spiders had woven in damp and dark- 
ness on the jutting rocks, sag down into tiny fairy 
hammocks with the weight of shimmering dew. Far- 
ther and farther ho could see into the darkness, as he 
stepped slowly from stone to stone on the wet ground, 
where iris-hued ripples danced and darkled in the 
agitated pools, and cast great rings of pale gold reflec- 
tion over the roof and walls, radiating swiftly out into 
unknown blackness before him. He paused to pick 
off a piece of loose rock from the side of the tunnel and 
examine it in the dim twilight; it was a bit of quartz 
with a crystal point, and covered with a mixture of 
black mould and reddish soil. He tossed it away, and 
heard its short, clear splash as it sank into the water; 
but he was sorry afterward, for his examination had 
been too hasty. "I'll go farther in and find another 
piece," he thought, as he prepared his match-safe for 
immediate use. But when he looked up again, there 
in the centre of that narrowing tunnel, framed by the 
ivory arches and the soft, gold flying rings, he saw a 
dainty figure, clad in white, outlined with supernat- 
ural brightness against the deep, dark background. 

Something like a tremor ran through him as he saw 
it, appearing as if by magic to his startled vision, but 
in a moment he recovered himself and made sure that 
it was no spirit enshrouded with mystery haunting this 
underground retreat, but a creature of flesh and blood, 
— even Mabel Willis. " I find you in rather a strange 
place, Miss Willis," he called, with an efibrt to hide 
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his surprise; but his voice sounded strained and hollow^ 
and echoed faint and far into the unsounded depths 
beyond. 

MabePs heart was beating rapidly. What would 
Nellie say if she could see them there? In such a 
dark and ghostly place we are strangely attracted 
toward our fellow-beings; and bo Mabel, frightened with 
the unusual surroundings, instinctively looked to Ed- 
ward with a sense of dependence that found in him 
support. She forgot the cold reserve she had assumed 
toward this man from a feeling of honor to Nellie. 

" So you do," she replied, trying to appear natural, 
but succeeding no better than Edward. " I find you 
in a strange place, too, Mr. Dennett. I hardly know 
how to explain why I came here, except that, wander- 
ing along the hillside, I saw this dark tunnel, and ven- 
tured in farther and farther to see the iridescent 
ripples on the water, until you find me here. It is 
magnificent, but terrible, too," she continued, drawing 
a little closer to him as if even afraid of the golden re- 
flections OQ the walls. He was about to say something, 
when Mabel started suddenly, and gave a faint scream 
that went shrieking away into the hollow voids, in 
weird, palpitating whispers, and she stood rooted to the 
gromid, her eyes fixed oo a coiled snake, striped with 
pale yellow and dull black lines, which were £ast 
changing to brilliant hues of orange and red, and 
bright, satiny black, in its anger. He stepped forward 
to lead her quickly out, but her fright had driven b^r 
almost to desperation, aud she caught his sboalder ai>d 
fell half fainting into hiB arms. There waj just a juf^ 
meat when he vaeoottdooaij gare lamaeif up io the 
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great wave of rapture that swept over him when he felt 
her clinging armB, and her quick breath on his cheek, 
and then he was hurrying from stone to stone, almost 
carrying her in his strong clasp. When they were out 
near the mouth of the tunnel, where the full, strong 
light of day shone in upon them, it revealed Mabel, 
pale and trembling, her white dress speckled with spat- 
ters of mud, and little ragged, dew-gemmed pieces of 
spider-webs in her glossy hair; and Edward, whose 
face was flushed, and whose eyes beamed with a soft 
and far more tender light than ever before. It was 
useless now to resist. That clinging trust, that de- 
pendent innocence, had won his heart. The serpent, 
whose primal curse has made it the most loathsome 
and despised of creatures, had in this one instance 
been instrumental for good, though not through its own 
merit. Mabel was no longer a proud and stately wo- 
man, but a girl with all the delightful qualities she 
had seemed at first to possess, and added to them, 
that charm the absence of which would render all the 
others nearly worthless, — a loving, trustful nature. As 
he led her out of the tunnal into a little grove of pines 
and firs, and seated her on a fallen log, the magic of 
that gentle touch was still upon him. It had brought 
with it a spell; had opened the fountain of her heart, 
and revealed therein a multitude of trembling hopes 
and fears. He remembered how Nellie had rested her 
hand confidingly on his arm only the night before in 
the moonlit veranda. The memory of it brought a 
feeling almost of disgust. How insipid seemed her 
animated, artful presence now I He cast off all doubts 
concerning his duty to Nellie, knowing full well his 
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thoughts and motives with regard to her could weigh 
but little against this new feeling which had come over 
him, and from that moment he never regarded Nellie 
as capable of possessing woman's choicest gift, — a true 
and noble love. 

He was not a man to be a laggard in such affairs 
when once his heart was deeply touched. The fire and 
enthusiasm of his youth awoke him suddenly to the 
realization of this new impulse, and his impatient 
spirit longed to be up and doing. 

As he sat half reclining on a gray rock looking at 
his fair companion, that weird excitement he had felt 
in the tunnel still controlled him, and he said, forget- 
ful of time and place, thinking only of this new-found 
delight, " Miss Willis, if you and your friends will come 
down into the mill to-morrow after the noon whistle 
blows, I will show you the thing for which all these 
mighty pits were made. It was cleaning-up day yester- 
day, and our wonderful quartz vein has yielded equal 
to its best record. Do not disappoint me," he said, 
more softly than at first. " It would cheer the whole 
of my day to have you come." 

Mabel's dark eyes glanced up in astonishment. 
There was something in his tone that made the words 
significant, a smouldering fire in his eyes, which always 
had been so frank and tender, that lighted up, like the 
breaking of the morning, his whole face. 

" O, I should so much like to see the gold; I will cer- 
tainly come," she said simply. 

As they arose to go, and she daintily gathered up her 
dress to pass over a ledge of quartz that cropped out of 
the bank, Edward took her hand to help her over, and 
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kept it in spite of her gentle efforts to draw it away bm 
they walked to the mill, leading her carefully among 
the rocks and red mounds of earth to the great wide 
door. 

Just as they were entering, an apparition in the shape 
of a human head, with glorious eyes, a handsome face, 
and dark curling hair, rose up out of one of the shallow 
prospect-holes, and George's smooth voice called, "Ah I 
How long has this been going on? I have been wonder- 
ing what was the reason of the ominous absence of all 
wit and beauty from the company. Miss Willis, I 
wanted you to see Mr. Sevenoakes test the old pumps, 
and he has been for a long time about the work. Ned, 
you 'd better surrender her here instead of taking her 
back to the mill, as we shall miss seeing it if we lose 
any more time." 

Edward stopped a moment to say, "I never surrender, 
— especially when I'm not given a sufUcient reason 
why I should"; and then resumed his way. 

George sprang up out of the prospect-hole, and ad- 
vancing a few steps, said, with a good deal of assurance, 
as if his dignity had been affronted, " Excuse me, but 
I think Miss Willis will go with me." 

Edward stopped again, and looked around as if 
awaiting her decision. It was a trying moment for 
Mabel. Here suddenly she was forced to choose be- 
tween the man who had paid her open attention and 
the man who had shown her only politeness and gen- 
tlemanly consideration. They both seemed worthy of 
her friendship; and she dreaded to offend either. Then 
she remembered that George had spoken before of 
taking her to see the pumps, though she had stolen 
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away to the tunnel to escape from going with him. 
She did not dare to look up, but she knew that Ed- 
ward's earnest blue eyes were resting upon her. Her 
heart had decided the question long before, why should 
she hesitate now? She turned to George, "Come into 
the mill in a few minutes, and then I will go." 

As they walked away, George muttered between his 
teeth, while his eyes — those same eyes that could 
beam so tenderly with looks of love — flashed fires of 
anger, " He shall pay for that before many days; and 
if he steals Mabel from me, or even attempts to, he 
shall suffer all I choose to make him." 

Mabel waited in the mill, but George did not come 
to claim her, until at last Edward said, ignoring the 
circumstance completely, " Come, let us find Nellie, 
and go to see how the old pumps used to work." 

But George thought it best not to remain away from 
the scene of action too long and give his rival the start, 
Bo he strolled up to the little group as they watched the 
working of the husky, dry pumps, and resumed his 
friendliness with Mabel, even trying to draw her away 
from Edward and Nellie; but she proved to be a young 
lady with a will of her own, and would not go. 

On their homeward ride George improved well his 
opportunity to be agreeable, and spoke lightly of the 
occurrence which had displeased her. " Miss Willis," 
he said, " I could not very well come into the mill for 
you to-day without offending your friend Mr. Den- 
nett"; to which Mabel replied, as if wholly unmind- 
ful of the slight, " Pray, do not think of it. And I, of 
course, could not at first go with you to see the pumps, 
for the same reason." 
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That evening tho miners were to celebrate the Fourth 
with powder and rockets, in the absence of better pyro- 
technics. They chose an open space out in front of 
the hotel for their operations, and as twilight drew on, 
and the winds began to stir and moan in the pine 
woods, and the stars to pierce with their diamond- 
pointed rays the dusky skies, the guests of the hotel 
gathered on the balcony to enjoy the entertainment. 

Up the white road from the millcame two figures, — 
Edward and George. A swift blush spread over Mabel's 
cheek as she saw them and remembered the events of 
the day. She could not feel exactly easy in her mind 
about it; but what delight it had been to her to choose 
as she had I Ah I that was what troubled her, — the 
thought that she had no right to feel this happiness if 
she stood in Nellie's way. 

The two came rapidly up the broad, sweeping road, 
George carelessly graceful, with his fine-scented cigar 
that gleamed brilliantly in the fading twilight, his 
eyes fixed upon the array of airy muslins on the bal- 
cony above; and Edward, erect and manly, moving 
with a quick, firm step, and looking far out across the 
clear-cut ranges to the pale gold of the after-glow in 
the horizon. But he too glanced up as they neared 
the balcony, and Mabel saw his fine eyes, touching up 
with an expression of tenderness the strength that was 
revealed in his face. How incomparably more noble 
he looked than his companion I — though Mrs. Seven- 
oakes remarked to Nellie almost simultaneously with 
the thought, after the two men had disappeared under 
the balcony, " That young Mr. Brooklyn, the assayer, 
is certainly a very fine-looking man. Ho has an indif- 
ferent air about him that is peculiarly fascinating." 
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"0 yes," Nellie replied, leaning back lazily and ad- 
justing ber black grenadine so it would float out more 
beautifully over Mabel's fresh white dress; " Greorge is 
rather nice-looking, but he is not exactly the type I 
admire most. I like plenty of strength in man." 

"And plenty of strength in your lemonade, too, I '11 
warrant," said George, coming through the long French 
windows behind her, breathless from his hasty ascent 
of the stairs. '* Mr. Sevenoakes has some, ice-cold, in 
the hall, with the pure crystals of the summits in it. 
But he says no gentleman can procure it for a lady. 
The girls must come themselves. That 's his dodge, 
you see, to get a look at the pretty ones." 

" Come," said Mrs. Sevenoakes, by way of invitation, 
and rising to go. ** We will surely have to comply 
with those requirements if we get any. And let us 
hurry before the ice melts; it seems as if it iliight dis- 
solve in a moment on a night like this." 

"Owell; who would n't be looked upon for a glass 
of lemonade in such a season?" said Nellie, following 
Mrs. Sevenoakes. 

"I thought I said that our worthy superintendent 
only wanted to look at the pretty ones," remarked 
George, sarcastically, as Nellie's trim dark figure van- 
ished through the door; and he took the vacant seat by 
Mabel. "Don't you intend to go, when you could fill 
the requirement so easily. Miss Willis?" 

"No; I have already had some, thank you." 

" Some what? Admiration? I 've no doubt of that. 
But you do not need to go away from here to be ad- 
mired, I can assure you. I '11 see no fireworks to-night 
if you are in sight." 
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'' I can assure you if you look at the fireworks you 
will spend your time far more profitably to yourself," 
answered Mabel, with annoyance in her tone which she 
could not conceal. Ho had committed an unpardon- 
able ofience by slighting her publicly in a fit of tem- 
per, and she had concluded that his friendship was not 
worth keeping. 

Edward Dennett came through the French windows 
at that moment, and finding a vacant chair, placed it 
behind Mabel, and took his seat there, as if he intended 
to remain. 

" Come around here, Ned," said Greorge, shaking a 
chair beside him; "here's an empty place in the front 
row." 

** I shall get along very well where I am, thank you. 
Those places belong to the ladies, I believe." 

Nellie and Mrs. Sevenoakes came back at this junc- 
ture, and George, suddenly remembering that he had 
usurped another's seat, rose, and with a majestic bow 
offered to give it back. " No, I 'm going to sit over at 
the farther end with Mr. and Mrs. Sevenoakes, for the 
present at least," Nellie said. She appreciated George's 
influence in the position he already occupied too well 
to wish to disturb him. But it was useless. Mabel 
had wounded his vanity more keenly than any woman 
had ever done before; and though reluctant to give up 
the pleasure of the evening to the silence of injured in- 
nocence, still he resolved to try the effect of it for a 
while. So he remained quiet, and at length appeared 
very indifferently to enter into conversation with Mrs. 
Dennett. His experiment proved that he was perfectly 
welcome to follow such a course the whole evening, 
which in fact he was compelled to do. 
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"Yes; and to me this celebration will be peculiarly 
interesting, because I see it against a background of 
wild mountains and un thinned forests, where I scarcely 
hoped to find such a spirit of patriotism." 

"Oh I then you think that because wo live away on 
the heights of isolation we are not creatures imbued 
with human feelings, but simply an outgrowth of our 
lonely habitation, with none of the impulses that gov- 
ern the outside world." 

"Not exactly that; but it is true, wo poom to hn on 
the frontier of a strange country. There is a rcfitful 
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quiet here. Before I came, I nerer even dreamed there 
could be such a spot on earth, but I am very happy 
to have found it, and so it is not strange that I should 
think these people would be content to let the world go 
by, free from its struggles and ambitions, secure in their 
blue-domed fort built in the rocky hills." 

** You are right. It seems a pity that there cannot 
be such a place to serve as a refuge for those who have 
grown weary of worldly clashings. But the truth is, 
mankind love to be slaves of this arbitrary power, and 
they carry it with them to the remotest corners of the 
globe. Wo have it here, Miss Willis; for it has pene- 
trated nature's fastnesses wherever civilized man plants 
the symbols of his coming. We leave to barbarians 
the sweet freedom for which the heart so often longs. 
Would you forgive me if I told you at first I thought 
you a being of cold and stately dignity, who banked up 
the fires of feeling until they sank deep beneath the 
barriers of circumstance and reason? I believe I have 
learned better." 

" 0, surely you misjudged me. I feel that I am too 
much a child of feeling. And yet I hope that I seldom 
overstep the bounds of wisdom or the promptings of 
my conscience." 

*' Do not fear; you are not likely to do either. I love 
to see the most sacred impulses of our natures given 
the swaying power instead of the colder, more material 
desires that promise only temporal good." 

" yes; but even then there is another extreme 
which goes to the length of sacrificing everything to a 
mere idea. Nellie explains that to me so often that I 
ought not to forget it." 
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'* Nellie looks on the worldly side. Yoa Ehould not 
listen to her when she talks so." 

Mabel's eyes flashed, and she drew away. "You 
forget that you owe something to Nellie more than to 
others, and you should not say that.'' 

" I remember that I owe her my friendship, which 
she has, and nothing more, and that is in no way in- 
compatible with what I have said." 

" So Nellie has been deceiving me," Mabel thought; 
but she made no explanation of her words, that she 
might so far shield her friend's honor. 

After this they sat in silence and watched the crim- 
son rockets cleave the skies, quenching the splendor of 
the stars, and throwing a lurid glare as they ascended 
over the black-stemmed pines and their glistening 
branches, until the heavy-loaded stage rolled up to 
warn them that the hour was growing late, and so dis« 
solved the spell. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE E8TRANOEHENT. 

O yofn that have the charge of lofve, 

Keep him in roty bondage bound. 
As in the fielda of bliss above 

He sits with flow'rets fettered rrmnd. 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings, — 
Like that celestial bird whose nest 

Is found beneath far Eastern skies. 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest» 

Lose all their glory when he flies. 

Moors. 

If Love would always be love, he would then be com- 
paratively harmless; but when he puts on his war-paint 
and goes to war, he is stronger than a thousand braves. 
And he was on the war-path now at this little mining 
camp among the hills; so thus it came about that 
society there was in a ferment. 

George was disappointed in not winning the golden 
prize which he had hoped to obtain; he was enraged 
at being slighted by Mabel; his vanity, that precious 
plant which grew so rank yet was so delicate, had been 
wounded almost past healing by Edward Dennett's 
success. His love of conquest was most absolutely 
and constantly discouraged by Mabel; his compliments 
failed signally, his love-glances were never seen, and 
his attentions were steadily unsuccessful. It nettled 
him to see Mabers eyes shine brighter at the sound of 
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Edward's footstep; and so when Mr. Knowlcs, already 
in a state bordering on desperation, souglit his friend- 
ship, and hinted that Edward held too good a phice for 
a •* man who was willing to usurp the rights of every 
one else, and should be put aside," George was of the 
same opinion. 

" The mine is going down a little these last weeks, 
and does not need so many workmen. Dennett's place 
could be easily filled by some one else, under yoUj^^ said 
Knowles, his hollow eyes burning with a hungry fire. 

"0 well. What can / do?" said George, impa- 
tiently. 

"All you want to do. You know Sevenoakcs has 
greater faith in you now than in Dennett." 

" Ha, ha I Sevenoakcs knows where his bread is 
buttered." Nevertheless, these seeds were not planted 
in sterile soil. 

One evening, as the whistle blew for six, George ap- 
peared in the laboratory door while Edward was still be- 
low in the shaft, and said very sociably to the workmen, 
"Come around to my den, boys, — the outside door, — 
if you want to see something wonderful." Accordingly, 
a horde of rough, ignorant fellows filed around the cor- 
ner of the mill and ranged themselves before the door, 
when George invited them in with a conciliatory air, 
and proceeded to show them some very rich specimens 
of quartz, and also his method of separating the quick- 
silver from the gold that had been taken from the mill. 
Edward, coming up out of the mine, looked into the 
deserted machinery-room to see if things were all right, 
and then passed out and locked the door. Going round 
to the laboratory, he saw George's guests gathered liko 
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a pack of buDgrj tramps in the little room, but he took 
no notice of them, — passing through to secure the door 
tlmt opened into the machinery-room, and putting the 
key into his |)ocket, he said a hasty good night, and 
was gone. 

George looked up with a scornful smile, and seeing 
it reflected from the grimy faces around him, said, 
*' Dennett has to come sneaking around to see what 
we 're doing. I presume he likes to show his authority 
about as well as a Walla chief. Though it's not his 
affair what I do in here, boys. I 'm not in his books. 
In fact, Sevenoakes and I manage this thing without 
dictation from any one." 

This was met by murmurs of approval from all sides. 
Ignorant man is turned like a leaf in the wind, even 
against his benefactor, when managed by a superior 
who understands his weaknesses; and so, tlius encour- 
aged, one burly young fellow, ready always to lead, 
tossing his cigarette out of the window in his excite- 
ment, and spitting on the floor, — which last act caused 
the dainty George to wince slightly, — said, "That's 
right, I 'm glad somebody is out of his reach. He 's too 
blamed pertic'ler, anyway. He watches around just 
as if we were thieves a-tryin' to rob the amalgamator or 
sluices." 

" What makes you stand it? " asked George. 

" Have to. He don't do nothing to make a row 
about; but it 's just them mean, picayunish little things 
that makes a feller mad." 

" Well, stand up for your rights, then. Sevenoakes 
don't want anybody here abused, even about little 
things," said George, rising to go. The foul tobacco 
was rather too much for him. 
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The men went away, feeling very mnch abused by 
the restraints they were under during work hours. 
They were of a rough class that often drifts around 
through the mining regions, always following the last 
exciting discoveries, ready, at every fancied wrong, to 
stir up discord, and most of them without the ties of 
home and friends to restrain them from acts of vio- 
lence. They were flattered by George's notice of them, 
and felt that in him they had a powerful advocate; 
and so the spirit of •insubordination was roused from 
its slumbering. They were restless under the disci- 
pline they were obliged to observe, and the loop-hole 
that was now offered them to escape from it promised 
excitement at least to their vulgar natures. 

George left the mill that evening with an increased 
elasticity in his step; but he had to dine alone, since 
his little visit with the " boys " had made him late for 
dinner. Afterward he sought the hotel balcony, where 
Mabel and Nellie often sat. But Edward was already 
there, and he and Mabel stood by the low white rail- 
ing looking oflF into the liquid depths of sky where the 
sun had vanished. 

The days that had followed his awakening to the 
dream of love at the old mill had been full of delights 
to Edward. He felt that after years of loneliness he 
had found what his heart longed for, — a haven of re- 
pose, where he could come with his overladen spirit for 
the comfort and the inspiration man so sorely needs to 
prepare him for the battles with the world, and which 
it is woman's highest mission to bestow; a friend that 
he could trust, whose every profession was made with 
honesty and truth, whose heart was as fresh and inno- 
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cent as the flowere of the field. lie had spoken no 
word of love to her, but many had been their little 
talks that wove their hearts together, and Mabel often 
found herself fondly living over again the happy 
scenes in their friendship which she loved to tliink of 
best. 

George found them in the midst of one of those 
pleasant talks, but he had no compunctions about 
interrupting it. " Where 's all the rest of the people?" 
ho inquired. * 

Edward turned. "They seem to have chosen the 
parlors, or perhaps they are preparing for the party 
this evening. They are to dance, I believe," he said. 

** O yes; Knowles told me so," George replied, turn- 
ing carelessly to leave; but his wrath was stirred, and 
his vindictive nature longed for revenge for this thing 
that he was forced to see so often. Passing through 
the French windows that opened onto the balcony, 
ho discovered Nellie sitting alone in the gloomy 
library, and watching through the window the two 
figures that leaned over the railing. She started and 
colored slightly, that faint pink which sometimes crept 
over her white cheeks, but George did not see it in the 
late twilight. "You were not very successful, — eh, 
Sir George?" she said, in a tantalizing tone. 

" Nor you either, sitting here peeking through the 
curtains, — at nothing,*^ he returned sullenly. 

" Say, George," Nellie said, coaxingly, ignoring his 
last thrust, " there's no use for you and me to conceal 
things and act foolishly. Let us work together. Some- 
body has planned for dancing this evening. You are 
to take me^ since Edward no doubt will only give me 
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his arm and the sight of his ear as he talks to Mahel. 
Then we will settle matters." 

*' I '11 ask Mabel first if she '11 go. That 's fair, you 
know; for I don't think Ned intends to stay up this 
evening. That lank Knowles came prowling around to 
inform me of this fact, which he uprooted somewhere, 
and that he was to take Mabel himself. Ha, ha I the 
assurance of the long-legged curl That was a hint for 
me to let him alone, for we 're in some kind of a com- 
pact about a little piece of business th'^se days; at least, 
he's the author and designer; I'm the executor and 
skilful finisher. It will benefit you too, when we suc- 
ceed, — understand ? " 

Nellie was looking up at him through her long dark 
lashes, with a glance of deep inquiry. She did not 
believe much in his stories, knowing that he hated her 
because of her power over him. " Nonsensel" she said; 
"two men planning to overthrow a simple little 
thing like this, — by upsetting the foundations of the 
whole structure, I suppose! " She was ambitious for 
Edward's success, unless driven to the last extremity. 
" While you are maturing your plans, the mischief will 
be done. They are even now talking sentimental stuff 
out there about the * ancient trees glor3dng that they 
still are green and young,' — ancient trees are not the 
only things that do that, however. Come to me to» 
night and we '11 settle it." And with a quick glance 
behind her, the slim, dark figure glided^ out of the 
shadowy room. 

The little talk on the balcony was soon disturbed 
again. Aunt Willis was the intruder this time. She 
came out, tall and majestic, her gray eyes flintywith 
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determination. " Mabel," she said severely, " (excuse 
me, Mr. Dennett,) it is already late, and you are out 
here without a wrap. You must come in now." And 
BO Mabel went. 

" See here," said the irritated old lady as they reached 
their rooms. "You have done quite enough of that 
soft mooning with our new friend. He looks as fair 
and as noble-hearted as a Saxon, but he 's as design- 
ing as a gypsy. Do you know what Nellie tells me? 
She says that you, — my niece, who ought to have a 
world of pride and be as choice as a queen, — that you 
are actually encouraging that young man, who no 
doubt wants your money, if he can get it. The ideal 
You, out talking sentiment with a man who works 
in the mines, and neglecting Nellie and Mr. Knowles, 
our old friends I See, Mr. Knowles has sent you a knot 
of curly fern to wear to-night, and he has my permission 
to take you into the ball-room. We should always 
esteem him, Mabel; he has been kind to us in the past, 
and at least deserves our sympathy now in his auc- 
tion." 

"Aunt Cynthia, do you think I should encourage his 
attentions when I do not want them? I have never ill 
treated Mr. Knowles." 

" You have shown your preference for a comparative 
stranger, to the exclusion of your friends." 

" I do prefer ^Ir. Dennett to Mr. Knowles. I do not 
think Mr. Knowles is a man of good principles. Do 
you want me to even act a falsehood? " 

" By no means. But do not seek opportunities to air 
your bad taste and lack of appreciation of old friends." 

Mabel turned to the window. The evening had lost 
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its brightness, and the dim niglit seemed shutting around 
in fantastic shadows, that mocked at her and hope; but 
she went with Knowles, and wore the curly ferns, and 
none perceived her heavy heart under her assumed 
gayety and life. 

That night the ball-room's many lights shone bril- 
liantly over the drooping flags that draped the room, 
over the graceful pine boughs on the walls, over the long, 
shining floors that echoed to the feet of the dancers, and 
streamed out through the open willows in mellow bars 
of brightness on the deserted verandas. Edward Den- 
nett, coming up from the mill, heard the delicious strains 
of music that floated out in little crashes of melody, and 
saw lithe forms float past the window in surprises of 
blue and white and pink, till he was fairly dazzled. As 
he passed through the hall to go to his room, he met 
Mr. Sevenoakes, radiant in evening dress, and with a 
countenance that fairly shone. "Why, hello, Den- 
nett!" said the airy little man in surprise. "Aren't 
you participating in the pleasure this evening? Come 
along in and help with the lancers. We need some- 
body just your size. Why, see here, I 'm turning gray, 
yet I manage to do my share to amuse the girls." 

"Quite likely. But I have to rise an hour or so 
earlier than you in the morning, Mr. Sevenoakes." 

"0, that 's nothing, you will feel all the better for the 
diversion." 

" Well, I will indulge, but it is dangerous to begin," 
he answered. After a time he appeared in the ball- 
room, and found Mabel dancing with a dashing young 
Englishman, a friend of the hotel-keeper, so he sat down 
and waited for the dance to end. Then he sought her 
as she talked with her loquacious partner. 
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the soft curves of which were dimly outlined, like the 
bright whiteness of a lily, in the faint light. 

Now was the supreme moment. " Mabel," he said, 
leaning forward, and looking into her eyes with a new 
and glorious tenderness in his own, "I am going to 
tell you something to-night — " But familiar voices 
sounded near them, and George and Nellie passed the 
window and sat down by it to get a breath of the 
coolness of the night that stole in through the tangling 
vines. Something they were saying dissolved, like a 
rude awakening, the blissful mood that was over him. 
He could nob utter another word, but sat spellbound, 
like a figure carved from marble. 

" Mr. Knowles seems to be a good man," Nellie said; 
"and any one can see he is very fond of Mabel; but 
fihe is taken up just at present with my friend Ed- 
ward. It 's a pity, for he is too good and earnest to bo 
trifled with, and Mabel never for a moment thinks of 
him. She has, of course, an ambition to satisfy, and 
her aunt is like unrelenting stone in her schemes, so 
that most certainly makes a doubly bad case out of it." 

*'Yes; but Mr. Knowles is not the only other ad- 
mirer she has. You are aware, I presume, that I con- 
sider myself on the list, — of rejected ones, I fear, since 
she does not deign to come down off her stilts to notice 
me," said George. 

"0 well, woman-like, I suppose she thought the best 
conquest was where she might possibly have a rival," 
said Nellie, with a sigh that floated out through the 
window, and came back on the gently stirring breezes 
in mournful sobs. " It is the way of the world. One 
can cast aside another's bread of life." 
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Edward had waited a moment for Mabel to speak 

and refute the words that came go distinctly to them 
both. It had been a moment when his heart was 
stirred to its utmost feeling. He felt that she must 
know what he was alx>ut to say, and how impossible it 
was for him to proceed now. But she sat in silence, 
without a word. It was true, then, he thought, and she 
dared not tell him it was not, lest he would finish what 
ho had commenced to say. 

*' Let us go back," he said, fearing to hear more. 
But Mabel shook her head and did not answer. A 
great lump had risen in her throat, and she could not 
utter a word for fear of sobbing. He paused a mo- 
ment, and then remarked, " I fear you will be cold, 
Miss Willis. I think we had better go in now." His 
voice sounded naturally enough, and he felt a vague 
satisfaction, in the face of the deadliest pain he had 
ever known, that he had strength enough left to betray 
no emotion. »She had choked back the rising flood of 
feeling now, and she answered steadily, if not calmly, 
"I wish to stay here. Please go and leave me"; and 
without a word he went, — not back into the ball-room, 
but off into the night, to walk about the shadowy, 
lonesome mill, and fight his misery-burdened thoughts. 
It did not seem possible to him that Mabel could bo 
cold and heartless now, and yet she had rather listen 
to this talk they had overheard than to assure a friend 
of her sincerity and truth. Ah! this was something 
he could not answer, and which stung him almost to 
madness. 

Meanwhile Mabel sat listening to his firm, departing 
footstep, while the unchecked tears splashed down upon 
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that poured out throng it: then the chains chished sil- 
very against the glass, and the shutters were dosed also, 
and she was left in dari^esB and silence out there in 
the vines. But welcome, black stillness, far the tears 
were falling fast like rain, and a great agony was strug- 
gling in her heart Long she sat there in the dense 
shadow, heeding not the distant Toices breaking in 
upon her sorrow, nor the chill night-damp that pierced 
into her leafy retreat. 

The honeysuckles threw her little wafts of perfume, 
and the breezes, that had made a sigh seem like a sob 
before, hovered about her with tender caresses, whila 
they softened and stifled her sobs, by their musical, 
loving whispers, and their little singing voiocB in tbo 
vine-leaves. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE 0TBIKE. 
It is the iUah which appoan; the thunderbolt will follow. — Yql* 



'* No smoking in here, sir/' said Edward Dennett, as 
he passed through the machinery-room a day or so after 
George had entertained the *' boys/' and saw a spiral 
cloud ascending from behind the great noisy mortar 
where Crane, the bushy-headed leader of laboratory 
fame, was enjoying himself with a cigarette. Coming 
back again, Edward found the atmosphere still redolent 
with the scents of tissue paper and tobacco, and the well- 
known rules of the place, as well as his late reminder, 
unheeded. His wrath was kindled. ''Throw that 
cigarette away, and indulge in no more smoking dur- 
ing work hours I" he called out rather forcibly. The 
fellow still sat on an empty box with an insolent ex- 
pression on his mud-bespattered face, but did not move, 
saying deliberately, with his cigarette still between his 
teeth, " When I ain't got much to do, I may as well 
enjoy myself as the next one a-goin'. I ain't doin' 
nothin' wrong." 

" Throw that away, or I '11 give you something to do 
immediately I" said Edward, advancing with swift step. 

The fellow rose and cast a furtive glance at the work- 
men who were closely watching proceedings and only 
making a pretence of going on with their work. *' I 
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may give 70a somethin' to do yourself,^ said he in a low 
tone, as if afraid to utter the words aloud, hut the cause 
of the dissension still remained in his mouth, scattering 
its noxious scent on the air. 

" You may consider your services in this place at an 
end because of disobedience to rules," said Edward, 
sternly. His courage in this extremity was good, 
though it was the first time he had ever been met with 
open defiance. Still the man remained standing, and 
did not seem to notice what had been said. **You 
may go now!*^ said Edward, who stood apparently calm 
and cool, but whose wrath and indignation were each 
moment rising higher. The fellow at last walked away 
down the long room and stopped near the door to speak 
to a fellow-workman, still puffing his cigarette. After 
waiting a reasonable time, Edward walked over to 
where he stood and requested him to leave. 

" I 'm transactin* a little necessary business that I 
can't put off." 

" Well, you shall put it off I You are disturbing the 
work here, as well as continuing to violate our rules." 

" 0, I know all about rules and work here. Wo 
understand what your position is"; and the burly 
Crane turned his back, as if ignoring all rules and 
work in the world, and went on with his talk. A swift 
flush swept over Edward's face, and his eyes flashed. 
He had hoped to avoid trouble, but he had seen from 
the first that it was almost inevitable, so now he hesi- 
tated no longer. Putting a firm hand on the fellow's 
collar, he gave a strong push, which sent cigarette 
and grimy-faced smoker reeling in different directions 
toward the door. Before the man recovered, Edward 
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had pushed him through it, for although no larger in 
stature, Edward was the stronger of the two. There 
was just a moment before he could succeed in getting 
back, when the infuriated miner rushed upon him with 
a glare like a madman, and seizing his arm, bit it with 
all the cruelty of a savage brute. Blinded with the 
pain, Edward dealt a blow on the bended head, that 
loosened the strong jaws and put an end to the strife^ 
for the dazed Crane staggered off and showed no further 
fight that day. 

Edward stxxxl a moment to collect his thoughts, and 
then went back into the machinery-room, where he 
found the men standing in excited little groups, and 
talking in loud tones, but he only said calmly, *' Now 
we will resume work," and took no further notice of 
them. His face was deathly pale, and his blue eyes 
fashed, but his manner was slow and dignified, and 
the men murmured their indignation from all quarters 
when he went out, because he had taken the matter so 
coolly. He walked to an empty car-shed, and sat down 
for a moment to fit himself to begin his work again. He 
looked at his watch, — it was five minutes past three. 
Then he sat and watched through the little windows 
the reddish haze creep in among the hills, and the tall 
pines nod slowly and glisten in the afternoon sunshine. 
A horseman riding along a distant hillside at last dis- 
appeared in the winding cafion below, and a flock of 
birds flying like dark specks against the pale blue sky 
drew near, and showed their pointed wings and their 
feathery forms distinctly. "I must be well rested 
now; I Ve been here nearly half an hour," he thought, 
as he pulled out his watch again, though feeling 
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stnngelT dixiy and sick. He had been thei^ j\x»t Hw 
minutes. " I 'm excited," he then thought ; *Mh\j^ w\U W 
a hard day"; but he remeinbt^nxl his untinisihed wt^k, 
and rose to go, when eomeU)ing ih>K1 \))hm) h\!< hund 
caused him to look down, and lo! ho j^aw it wn* \\\\\t 
covered with blood. "The fellow^s tooth di\l olVootlvt* 
work that time," he said, as ho took olV hi» ooi^t, and 
surveyed the wet crioQSon stain on his nhirt wloow. 
The flesh of his wrist was badly torn and ninnghuli 
and yet in his excitement he had folt no pain iVoin It; 
only a strange dizziness and weary fuollng. 1 low ooiild 
he go through the day with that wounded arm, ainl thin 
faint sickness in his bead? lie wqh strouK and youtiKf 
yet could be bear it with unshrinkhig fortltudnV Dul 
he bound the bleeding wound up tightly in IiIn hatid* 
kerchief, put on his coat again, and with dotdrminalJoti 
on his face went back to hiM work. All through tint 
long hours that followed, he bravely did liU pari, and 
kept order with a face so calui thai no om isyau nmmmid 
bow he was suffering. 

That night was a ranilunn one ft/r VAwurt\» A mmm 
of impending calamity im\9fitmmt\ him, and fitful mImii^ 
bers brought turn vagu/^ drtsaum of 0tt/mily Upturn huA 
fathomleM pitu^ till hi*, wsm $^\m^I wtum i\m ^my Aawn 
l»Y>ke and l/n^^ti \r4A:k nsaliiyp wbkh wa# uw*M^ i'/rt9^ 
pared to thai Ufrrthh f$ifi^tt Am t^ l/f^*kf^^l^ ^U:4ff^ 
joined bim at U<e is/AM, ar*J m^mt^A \u tcz^'^^AU^uK kpifiU. 
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the cause of the wound, and feeling triumphant and 
heartily glad that he had one revenge against his rival. 

" No; some little trouble at the niill yesterday re- 
sulted in this for me. I thought you had heard about 
it." 

*' O yes, so I did; but I was not aware that you did 
not come out first best all around. Crane was going 
about last night with a swelled head and a woful 
story." 

The words were like a stab to Edward. " There will 
be more trouble to-day," he thought, feeling helpless 
and disheartened with his wounded arm; and his coun- 
tenance betrayed his unhappy thoughts. That look 
was a wonderful appetizer to George, who ate his break- 
fast with an increased relish, and felt keenly the 
pleasure of being in the ascendency, and victorious 
over one toward whom he entertained a deadly enmity. 
But this was not all; lie was to have better satisfaction 
than that after a while. 

*'Got a match, Ned?" he inquired, as they rose to 
go, taking a cigar from his pocket. 

Edward handed him his match-safe. "I must 
hurry off," he observed; ** my time is up." 

"That's so, and I must see Sevcnoakcs," returned 
George, puffing his cigar, and putting the match-safe 
in his own pocket with a grim smile. 

Edward entered the mill that morning as the whistle 
blew, and found the men all in their places and work- 
ing quietly. A sigh of 'relief escaped him as he gave 
directions to the Jiian near the door, who received them 
good-naturedly, and the busy mill stamped away, with 
its workmen all attentive to business and well behaved, 
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promising no further annoyance. He did not hear the 
loud laugh that followed his exit, and bo the autumn 
sunshine borrowed a golden hue again, and the falling 
leaves their crimson dyes, while the hills swept clear- 
cut and bright in little protecting walls about him. 
Surely the world was not so dark as it had seemed 
to him this morning. The pain and excitement of 
yesterday had somewhat disturbed his strong, cour- 
ageous spirit, and had brought him groundless fears 
and unrest. Coming up out of the shaft, the clear cool 
air revived him again, his recent troubles lost their 
grave importance, and his dismal forebodings vanished. 
He entered the mill with renewed trust in his work- 
men, and renewed courage. Passing through the long 
room, he examined the riffles and the sluice-boxes, and 
was ordering fresh ore into the huge, crunching jaws 
of the crusher, when he caught sight of Crane's head, 
appearing behind the mortar, bushy and unkempt as 
usual, but some of its expansiveness compressed into a 
smaller space by a wide white cloth that hinted strongly 
of liniment and vinegar. 

. " See here," said the indignant manager; " you were 
told to leave this mill yesterday. What do you mean 
by presenting yourself here again? " 

" I was told to leave this here establishment, but I 
was also told to come back." 

" Who told you to come back? " 

" Sevenoakes," — deliberately spoken, with a sneer 
and a triumphant smile, after a slight pause, which 
was intended and served well to give the fellow's word 
greater emphasis. 

A change passed over Edward's face. It was not 
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a look of Buppreesed and baffled rage, nor of forced 
concession, but an expression of unflinching anger. 
" Sevcnoakcsl " he repeated. **And / now tell you that 
you cannot remain." 

*^We'll see about that," said Crane, turning to hia 
work with exasperating coolness, as if ready, for his 
part, to dismiss the matter for the time. 

Edward took a step forward and stood before him* 
His manner was calmer now, but even more deter- 
mined than before. '' Must you have a repetition of 
yesterday's scene?" he asked. Crane evidently did 
not like the idea of it, for he softened somewhat, though 
looking around the room suggestively, as if expecting 
help in a crisis. 

** Now, looky here, we might as well come to terms,'' 
he said. '' Sevenoakes sent mo back, and promised us 
that we don't have to submit to no kind of tyranny at 
all. Sevenoakes is a man^ by thunder! Now, we don't 
none of us want to do nothin' to you. You just go 
along and behave, and wo '11 all do our work, and min' 
our own business too. But if you go to makin' a mud- 
dle, and if Sevenoakes goes back on us, we 've all de- 
cided on a course of action that '11 mighty soon bring 
you both back to terms. We 'vo stood it long enough, 
— so long that wo did n't know enough to help ourselves 
until somebody tol' us how it looked to be kicked 
aroun'. We 've been blamed fools not to stick up for 
our rights before; but you ken bet we 're a-goin' to do it 
now, by thunder, every last one of us! I 'm here by 
order of Sevenoakes, and here I stay ! " 

" I will wait just long enough to explain that you can 
come here by no one's order except mine. Mr. Seven- 
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oakes has no authority to send you here except through 
me. He has given me entire control, and cannot inter- 
fere in the least without revoking my authority. And 
so you may as well consider yourself here without right, 
and leave the mill. I will settle the matter with Mr. 
Sevenoakes afterward; but in the mean time, and while 
I remain here, I will recognize no one's right to inter- 
fere with my work, or dictate to my workmen. That 
Is all you need to understand about it. You already 
know that I have told you to leave the place." 

Edward's last words died away in resonant, clear 
echoes in the hollow, arched roof above them. The mill 
had ceased its heavy stamping, the wheels were motion- 
less, and the broad belts trembled and swayed a little, 
but showed their seams distinctly where a few minutes 
before the white stitches had blended indistinguishably 
in the flying lines of brown. The workmen had all left 
their duties, and stood around in little groups intently 
watching the affair, but making no comment upon it to 
each other, as if their course of action had been previ- 
ously planned. There was a pause. No one stirred, 
and no sound was heard except the clear splashing of 
the stream from the water-pipes into the mortar, and 
the low gurgle as it rippled away through the long 
sluices. 

Then the door opened suddenly, letting in a flood of 
pale golden sunshine across the floor, and Mr. Seven- 
oaJces stood on the threshold. His face wore its usual 
bright expression, and his manner was as airy and con- 
ciliatory as. ever, though he took in the whole scene at 
a glance, and knew that serious trouble was brewing. 
He did not affect igncnrance, yet he was somewhat taken 
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back at this turn of affairs. That little round head, 
which shone as glossily in the broad sheet of raorning 
sunshine as the tall black beaver upon it, had knowl- 
edge of human nature too deep for such a course. 
**Good morning, Mr. Dennett," he said carelessly. "No 
steam on to-day, I see. I meant to see you the first 
thing this morning; so I came down to let you know 
before going to my of&ce." And he took out a bunch 
of keys, every one of which was as neat and bright as 
the little man who held them. 

"Would it incommode you much to come now? I 
can easily see it would be more satisfactory to you in 
the end "; and he glanced significantly around as if he 
understood perfectly the meaning of the idle mill. 

Edward faced the little man squarely. There was 
an expression of determination and firm resolve in his 
face that was not lost on the attentive workmen around 
him, and it caused a momentary sensation. Not a few 
of the waiting miners hoped for a collision, and yet 
until this juncture they had scarcely looked for it, 
knowing well that Edward Dennett would not take an 
unfair advantage through physical means, even when 
his adversary had availed himself of as mean a one 
in other respects, and deserved to be punished foi. it. 
" jFirst," he said, " I wish you to decide, before I attend 
to any other business in connection with this work, 
whether or not I am to be subjected to the annoyance 
and inconvenience of having some one interfere with 
my management; I cannot consent — " 

"O well, come up into my office and we will have 
a talk," interrupted the superintendent. 

"A talk is unnecessary, Mr. Sevenoakes. I want a 
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distinct understaDding right here before these work-> 
men; it requires no talk to arrange that. I absolutely 
refuse to continue work without it, — I absolutely refuse 
to accept any settlement that does not clearly and 
unequivocally and publicly define my position to be 
what it was at first." 

Mr. Sevenoakes was surprised. He could not quite 
understand this young man's straightforward dispo*> 
sition. Most decidedly this was not what the little 
shuttle would have done. He did not quite like to 
have any one take so firm a stand, although he him- 
self was as set in his notions as Edward. He usually 
accomplished his ends by swaying back and forth, 
compromising, arranging, or conceding, and yielding 
up everything except the main object in view. But he 
decided to try the power of his oily tongue before con« 
senting to Edward's terms. He could pretend he had 
interests at stake if everything else failed. " O yes, we 
will fix everything right, of course; and it shall be 
arranged where you wish. If you insist on having the 
thing done here, then here it will be. But, Mr. Dennett, 
you will surely listen to reason. You do not wish to 
expose all our business relations; but thny certainly 
will be made public if you require an unconditional 
settlement immediately. I have something to nay to 
you that is quite indispensable to a satisfactory con- 
clusion of the matter. I have rights, too, Mr. Den- 
nett. And so I will ask you as a gentleman to postpone 
this open adjustment, and consent to a few minutes' 
private conversation. It need not alter your position 
in the least. We will return here under the same con- 
ditions after our talk, if you wish it." 
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Edward felt that if it could do no harm nor alter his 
position he might as well grant the importunate littlo 
man the interview, so he followed him out of the door, 
and the two men started up the slope to the office. 

The men left in the mill disposed of themselves, 
with as much comfort as possible, on empty boxes and 
against slanting timbers. Crane looked after the two 
men for a minute, and then unconsciously feeling of his 
sore head, turned to his companions and said: *' Seven- 
oakes is a-goin' to threaten him and bring him to terms, 
by golly! lie's mighty independent, and he will get 
kicked out if he ain't pretty durn careful, you ken bet 
yer boots! Yer see, Sevenoakes don't dare to do it 
right here. Dennett would give him the durndest 
lickin' he ever took if he did." And in this solution 
of the matter the rest acquiesced, and each man felt 
himself very smart and very important, and took a 
profound delight in looking at the idle wheels around 
him. As for Crane, he expanded into the most dis- 
tinguished, liberal-minded man in the place; he was 
working a thorough revolution in affairs, he was a bril- 
liant example to his fellows, and he was emancipating 
them from their former oppression, and had caused 
this important break in the monotonous round of busi- 
ness. Calmly he sat and awaited the issue, seeming 
quite content to beguile away the time with a cigarette 
and the thought that he had solid backing in a com- 
bination that could prevail against both manager and 
superintendent together. 

Mr. Sevenoakes unlocked his office door with some 
misgivings. This young man he had undertaken to 
subdue was a very determined one. It was doubtful 
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which woald come oot victorious, and the thought of 
defeat was Dot the most pleasant to his precious littlo 
vanity. 

" Take a chair, Mr. Dennett," he said, with his cus- 
tomary cordiality, while he raised the green curtain 
and helped himself to a comfortable seat. " Now, the 
truth of this business we are to talk over is this: I 
heard about some little fuss at the mill yesterday, 
which of itself, of course, don't amount to that *'j and 
he emphasized his speech with a very graceful snap of 
his white fingers. 

"Pardon me," said Edward, "it docs amount to 
something more. I *ve got a disabled arm for it, sir." 

" O, indeed, have you ? I did n't know that. How 
did you come by it ? " 

" The fellow, who resisted until ho had to bo forcibly 
ejected, used his teeth with some effect," said the 
younger man, showing his purple wrist. 

"Well, well, that's bad. As I was going to say, 
these mill hands are violent fellows. They resort to 
forcible measures to get satisfaction for everything. In 
reality, we are somewhat in their power. If tho wholo 
lot should resist us, then of course we would bo without 
remedy, and would have to give in on their terms. 
The matter came to me last night through Brooklyn. 
He understands pretty clearly tho state of fooling 
among tho men, and advised me as to the best coumo 
to pursue. It seems this Crane, who caused tho trouble, 
went around exciting sympathy by his lamo jaw, and 
stirring up dissension and no little cxcitornont. Tho 
only thing we could do under tho circuinHtancos was 
to set him to work again, and give his idle hands some- 
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thing to do, for he was bent on creating mischief, and 
threatening things he had the power to accomplish. I 
meant to sec you the first thing this morning, but with 
my usual luck I overslept. It seems now to be far 
more wise to use conciliatory measures, and allow the 
men a little freedom, so tliat they will imagine they are 
having their own way, and feel better satisfied. Don't 
you agree?" and the neat-clothed, sleek little personage 
faced the magnificent man before him with a face so 
beaming and full of enthusiasm that he felt he had 
already won the day. However, it only required a mo- 
ment for him to discover his error. 

" I do not agree," answered Edward, calmly but de- 
cidedly. " It is true, we have not been through all the 
experience of a long-established company, and yet we 
have been at work for some time, — long enough to dis- 
cover the best methods of conducting the business. A 
little freedom to such men as the mill hands would 
utterly destroy all control over them; they would be- 
come overbearing and quarrelsome to such an extent 
that they could not by any possibility be managed. 
Our rules are in no way oppressive; the men are well 
treated and not overworked. To utterly merge all 
restraint and regulation into each man's individual 
whims or ideas would result in complete anarchy and 
confusion. However, I have no objection, if you wish 
to try the experiment. My own personal opinion will 
by no means interfere with your success in it. But I 
do have the most strenuous objections if you wish to 
control in any degree my workmen except with my 
knowledge. I will not submit to it, sir. I should be 
entirely helpless to accomplish anything either for you 
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or myself. And I will not undertake the matter. I 
may as well tell you plainly that I do not think you 
had the right to send back a discharged workman with- 
out consulting me, whatever may have been your rea- 
sons; and I absolutely refuse to continue in the employ 
of this company in my present capacity unless the men 
distinctly understand there is no appeal to any higher 
authority against me. You have ample means of ascer- 
taining my methods of conducting affairs, and of judg- 
ing whether I am a proper person to be intrusted with 
the authority bestowed upon me. If at any time you 
are dissatisfied, or see cause to interfere with my man- 
agement, I claim the right to be personally notified of 
it, and to have the opportunity either to defend myself, 
or at least to understand what is required of me." 

^Ir. Sevenoakes was uneasy. He did not like this 
plain talk. If Edward had used a little polite flattery, 
and had made some pretence of docility, he would have 
yielded much more readily. As it was, he was angry, 
though he controlled himself so well that Edward 
noticed no sign of it, except that the words slipped 
along his oily tongue more glibly than usual.. 

" You do not understand me, Mr. Dennett," he said. 
"Nothing has been done without consulting you. I 
meant to explain about Crane the first thing this 
morning. It is not my intention to cramp your pow- 
ers in any way; but we may as well take counsel as to 
tha best mode of taming down these men when they 
get restless. Now we will go back to the mill and tell 
Crane that he can stay if he behaves himself hereafter, 
and I guess he will be glad enough to do it. And in 
other ways we will use conciliatory measures until the 
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hands are somewhat mollified, and are content to go on 
with their business, and fight about their cards instead 
of their work." 

" You are mistaken, Mr. Sevenoakes. The men do 
not have to find something to fight about. They are 
peaceable when a proper restraint is put upon them. 
The miners here are ignorant fellows, most of them, 
and love to feel a little power, but they are insubordi- 
nate to an exasperating degree if they are not held 
to strict obedience. These fellows are unlike other 
workmen; they are accustomed to an atmosphere of 
excitement and violence, and they are ever ready for 
a chance to exercise their belligerent proclivities. In 
other fields of labor the workmen can be allowed free- 
dom and privileges, and they receive them with gen- 
tlemanly appreciation, while they never seek to take 
unfair advantage. The only way to keep peace here 
is to give the hands no opportunity to fight. I shall 
not consent to keep Crane in the mill, if I remain, — 
not because of any stubborn will, but because I realize 
fully that by doing so I shall lose all control over the 
men, and be powerless to accomplish any work or 
keep up a uniform system of labor." 

The superintendent felt it useless to argue, but still 
he did not give up without a stormy discussion. He 
did not mention to Edward that George had given 
him something more than a cigar the evening before. 
That young man was quite expert at giving hints. 
There had been a long talk, with frequent mention 
of Edward on George's part, — and they were not 
the most complimentary, — and some strong sugges- 
tions thrown out that frightened the little superintend- 
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ent considerably. Ho entertained a warm friendship 
for George, and confidence in his opinions, yet he felt 
himself helpless to continue the work without Edward. 
However, he resolved to rid himself of that indepen- 
dent fellow, represented as domineering and unnecessa- 
rily severe, as soon as he was able. 

Finally, however, Mr. Sevenoakes was compelled to 
yield in order to retain Edward. The two went back 
to the mil], but the superintendent was as bright and 
as cheerful as ever, and the mill hands could not de- 
tect any sign that showed how indignant he really was. 

*^ I did not quite understand this case," he said to 
the men in his usual good-natured tone; ^4t was mis- 
represented to me, but I see it differently now. Crane 
will have to settle with Mr. Dennett if he wishes to re- 
main in the mill. I am sure everything can be fixed 
all right, though. I do not wish any one to bring his 
grievances to me hereafter, unless they are of a very 
serious nature. Then I will give you a hearing, and 
decide it in the presence of Mr. Dennett. Such differ- 
ences will never arise if each one does faithfully the 
work required of him, and attends to his own affairs. 
I wish you all success and good morning"; and the 
little man was gone as suddenly as he had come. 

" Now we will start up the mill," said Edward to his 
men. " Crane, you have just heard that your indorse- 
ment from outside sources cannot avail here. I will 
not permit you to remain, unless you apologize for 
your past conduct." 

Crane passed his hand through his bushy hair, or at 
least so much of it as was not bound down tightly with 
the white cloth, and by thLs act was unpleasantly re- 
minded of his late conflict. 
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'' I M like to FCC myself apolcrgizc to you," ho Baid, 
witli a snorr. " There 's other ways I ken use to git 
hack hrre when you yerself are kicked out. I ken 
let yer know afore long who's who"; and the slouch- 
ing figure of Crane disappeared where a few minutes 
before Mr. Sevenoakes's trim black coat had caught 
on its velvety, dustless surface the rays of the autumn 
Bun. 

'' You can give us some steam now," said Eklward, 
pleasantly, turning to the engineer. 

" You ken give it to yerself, fur all me," he returned, 
insolently. ** We don't none of us intend to do another 
lick o' work until you take back our pardner, and ex- 
press yerself sorry fur the way you We been actin'. Do 
you hear what we say? That's what we're a-goin' to 
do right from the word Go." The men moved cloee 
together, some took their coats and hats, and they all 
started to the door. Before opening it, the engineer 
turned and called out, "Will yer give in now? We'll 
all come back an' pitch in if yer promise to have no 
more o' yer tyranny a-goin' on." 

Edward turned indignantly away. He realized that 
some evil influence was at work against him, and that 
the men had been encouraged to acts of resistance. This 
he felt was the last day of his rule in the busy quartx* 
mill, and yet he know that if Mr. Sevenoakes would 
have patience and allow him to pursue his own course, 
work would soon be progressing as finely as before, and 
the men would have ^something to remember which 
would deter them from any similar beliavior in the 
future. A calm waiting for them to come back, while' 
ignoring thoir conduct and finding recruits to fill the 
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vacaat places, would soon accomplish what neither 
conciliatory measures nor open warfare could do. 

Mr. Sevenoakes from his office window saw the small 
army sally out of the wide door and start off toward the 
little town. " Dennett is satisfied now, I hope," he said 
to himself. " He has proved his experiment, and will 
be willing to try mine when the mischief is done"; and 
he scowled so darkly that the little clock, so like him- 
self, seemed to grow less bright, and tick as busily as 
the little man's thoughts. He did not realize that his 
open friendship for George Brooklyn had greatly fur* 
thered the latter's secret plots. 

Edward stood alone in the deserted mill. Here day 
after day he had seen the busy wheels buzz round and 
had listened to the noisy, restless stamps; hero he had 
seen pictures of Mabel's sweet face in the mirrors of the 
bubbling waters and above the white gravel in the drip^ 
ping sluices; here he had felt an innocent, almost boy- 
ish pride in this the first realization of his ambition 
and his hopes; and here he had gained little victones 
that were inseparably associated with every nook and 
corner of the quiet place. It was all over, — all a wreck 
now; he had nothing to cling to, nothing to comfort 
him. But he still had hope for the future, and strength 
to fight his way; he still had a conscience free and 
guiltless, and his own upright soul to keep him com- 
pany; — 80 he was not altogether alone in the deserted 
mill. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE GHOST IN THE ROSE ARBOR. 
The guilty is he who meditatee a crime. — Alvubl 

Edward Dennett went to the superintendent's office 
for the second time that daj, but with his convictions 
unaltered. Mr. Sevenoakes expected to see him willing 
to admit his error, and express himself ready to adopt 
almost any method of settlement. Instead, he main- 
tained that the affair would work itself out all right if 
no notice were taken of the men. " Mr. Sevenoakes," 
he said, with much decision, *'I offer to surrender my 
position willingly to any one who wishes to submit to 
the terms presented. For my own part, I cannot re- 
gret the extreme to which my course has led, knowing 
full well that any other course would involve like com- 
plications and harsh measures in the end. Let me go, 
or give me power to restore order, as I believe it can be 
accomplished." 

Mr. Sevenoakes was burning with anger. " There is 
the mill idle," he thought, " with loads of ore above 
surface waiting to be crushed, and yet this supreme 
donkey advocates delay. We will have to work night 
and day for a week to catch up if we do as he proposes, 
and George maintains that the men will never yield at 
all." Yet he would not trust himself to speak. He 
wanted time to investigate and think it over. 

"Well, give me a chance to consider," he replied. 
" Let the matter stand till to-morrow. I will see you 
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then, and we will arrange it finally. To-morrow morn- 
ing I will be down at the mill, and then perhaps we 
will think best to call up the men with the whistle, and 
threaten them, — or something. Let it go till then." 

Edward felt content to wait. He had a strong hope 
that Mr. Sevcnoakes would change his mind and agree 
cheerfully to the inconvenience that was inevitable. 
He was even grateful for the rest, for his wounded arm 
was painful, and his wakeful night had left him weary 
and faint. A part of the day he spent at the mill, and 
in the afternoon he rode out to his mother's. — because 
he expected sympathy in his trouble, and because his 
heart longed for the things he loved best, and needed 
new inspiration. Of Mabel he had not dared to think. 
He had tried to put her out of his thoughts and forget 
her; he had tried to call her a memory, and nothing 
more; but sometimes when they met, her gentle face 
spoke to him of her truth and sincerity, and made him 
forget that he had found her to be trifling and frivo- 
lous. 

Still he avoided her, and they had never met alone 
since that night when they parted so unhappily in the 
veranda. Nellie rejoiced that her scheme had been 
successful in part at least. She waited for the time 
when Edward would have forgotten his fancy, and 
then she herself would comfort him and teach his 
heart to love her. She could wait. She understood 
Edward perfectly when he grew impatient while she 
spoke of the follies and ambitions that cast aside the 
costliest pearls of life for the sake of the vain frivolities. 
She knew that bis heart had received a deadly thrust. 
It needed no second wound. He was thinking of 
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Mabel's heartlefiBnoBB and her ambition. He would not 
eeck to win an empty, bouIIcbb happiness from her. 

Dark as life seemed to Edward this day, he felt that 
liis troubles at the mill were by no means the greatest 
ho had to };ear. I/}t his heart but feel the bliss and the 
ho[>e it had onee known, grant him but the encourage- 
ment and oomfort of a changeless love, and he was strong 
to face this misfortune with a calm and trustful spirit. 
But these golden times were over for him, he thought. 
In an hour when his heart was unguarded, he had sur- 
rendered its most sacred treasures to a careless hand. 
He must l>ear the consequences as best he could. 

The next morning the sun rose behind a vail of dim 
gray cloud, and cast a mystic, faded splendor over tho 
gleaming line of snowy peaks whitening in the eastern 
horizon, and dulled the rich, deep blue of the distant 
mountain folds. The winds sighed with a new dis- 
quietude through tho wild oats, and moaned in the 
tossing branches with a tearless sorrow. Nellie awoke 
with her busy mind full of plans, and began early in 
the day to execute them. She had a short interview 
with George, and then sought Malxjl, who was busy in 
her own room arranging a mass of crimson, yellow, and 
shaded russet-brown leaves between the pages of an old 
book. The two girls had l)een slightly estranged since 
that evening which Mabel had cause to remember bo 
well. She could not trust herself to speak of it, yet 
she believed that Nellie had done her that wrong 
knowingly and wilfully. 

" O, Mab," said Nellie, enthusiastically, slipping into 
the room. " Put up your dry leaves and all your non- 
sense, and listen to a real something. — none of your 
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old pressed ntoms and relics of the past in this. That 
strike in the mill has made plenty of leisure for busy 
hands, and a glorious opportunity for us. George 
Brooklyn has invited us to ride with him over to see 
the cave on the mountain-side, and the strange pictures 
on the rock-wall made by the water stains. This is our 
last chance, I know, for your aunt threatens every day 
to make us go home by next stage. I would n't miss it 
for anything. We've been here the whole summer, 
and yet have never seen the most interesting eight in 
these old hills. Why, I remember years ago that I 
was perfectly delighted with the cave, and I was famil- 
iar enough surely with the grandeur of nature here. My 
horrible enemy, the poison-oak, is chilled and paralyzed 
now, — leaves loose, and turning yellow, and red-tipped 
with coming death, — and T can go in safety and com- 
fort. Really, we will have a most charming ride 
through the autumn woods." 

" But, Nellie, I do not think — " began Mabel. 

*' You do not think you can stay, I know. It is set- 
tled. Your aunt says yes to the proposition"; and 
Nellie glided away to tell George he must have the 
horses ready early in the afternoon. 

Mabel did not want to go. But she had almost given 
up the hope that Edward would ever forgive her for her 
silence. What mattered it, then, where she went? or 
whether the woods were brown and naked, or gorgeous 
with frost-painted leaves and bronze-green mosses? All 
life had lost its beauty and sunshine. 

They rode away in the early afternoon, but before 
they had proceeded far, Nellie's horse obstinately ran 
under a tree and tore her hat into a crownless mass of 
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Htraw. "I niuBt go back/' Bhe said; '*I would n't fer 
anything go to the cave with Buch a head-gear"; and no 
IKTBuasionB were of any avail to induce her to continue 
on her way. Rut when Maliel expressed her intention 
to return also, Nellie grew suddenly very unselfish, 
and insisted on having the others go to the cave, and 
bring back a good report of it to compensate her for 
her disappointment. Finding these arguments useless, 
she finally pron)ise<l to get another hat and overtake 
them if they would ride along slowly. 

Hhe took goo<i care not to overtake them, however. 
After a short gallop along the road where George and 
MaLel had disappeared, she returned to ^he hotel and 
watched for a glimpse of Edward. It scarcely mattered 
much, however, for her plans were working in another 
direction. "lie will surely see them as they return, 
and think that Mabel has already forgotten him," she 
thought. " Then he will be anxious to show that he 
too can forget, and will come to me. And when he 
d(M»8, / will never let him go,^^ 

N<;llie spent her afternoon indolently in her parlor, 
writing letters, and dozing catlike on her soft-cushioned 
loungn. The hours wore along in unbroken quiet, but 
the stillness was at length disturbed by a musical yet 
excited voice rising from the corridors below. Then 
came a rush and a rustle up the stairs, toward Nellie's 
door, which finally opened, revealing Nita, sparkling in 
her jetted grenadine, with large, dilated eyes, and deep, 
burning color, standing on the threshold. ** 0, 1 thought 
it was something like you, — nothing else but a hur- 
ricane would come rushing around like that," called 
Nellie's voice lazily from the lounge. 
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'^ I wish I was a hurricane!" cried Nita, coming into 
the room. **I'd tear you to pieces! You are the 
woman who watched me in the pine woods, and met 
me BO brazenly to show me that you knew my secret. 
What care I? Nothing, because you know it You 
have no more meetings to watch now, I suppose you 
know. He will not come for fear you will be angry. 
But you shall not use your knowledge to keep him away 
from me, and threaten to expose me to my father, that 
you may have him yourself. He is afraid that you will 
do it, and that I will have to suffer through his doing. 
But / am not afraid. Tell anything you know, I do 
not care! It could do no more than your threats have 
done already." 

"Ha, ha! foolish girl," said Nellie. "It is not I 
who alienates the affections of your love. Perhaps you 
have not seen the beauty of the season. If you had, 
you would know the story. She has turned the heads 
of half the old miners, not to mention the men here at 
the hotel, who get a chance to speak to her. What do 
you suppose would be likely to follow when a man who 
has the capacity to fall in love every half-hour is en- 
couraged by such a girl? He is desperately infatuated. 
He has only been amusing himself with you. It must 
be so, or he would never be so attentive to some one 
else." * 

Nellie's quick wit knew this was a good opportunity 
to further her own ends. To rouse Nita's jealousy, and 
make her quarrel with George, would induce him to 
seek all the more for Mabel's favor. Even if hopeless, 
he would perhaps prefer to try the experiment of play- 
ing the rejected and heart-broken lover, if every other 
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resource hmd £ailed, and he bad no other opportunity to 
flirt. Besides, she desired to enlighten Nita as to the 
truth, and awaken her anger, for the sake of gaining 
her confidence. Nita no doubt bad opportunities to 
learn of the troubles at the mill, and the causes of it; 
it might be she would reveal what she knew to Nellie. 

But Nita^s thoughts were far from the troubles at the 
mill. She sat with blanched cheeks and wondering 
eyes, all her old fire and passion quenched, looking 
hopelessly but appealing into Nellie's face. *' Ho can" 
not bo amusing himself with mel " she said, with stony 
despair. " You do not know how true he seems to me. 
I do not believe it I " But her looks showed how Car the 
awful fear possessed her. 

'^0, you don't, eh?" said Nellie, seeming to grow 
indifferent. '* Well, your faithful George is out this 
very minute making love to our handsome Mabel." 

'^ Mabel I " repeated Nita, as if the thought had 
dazed her. '* Oh, nol it is not tJiat girl!'* she cried, her 
thoughts coming back and bringing a ray of hope. 
'' She is not cruel enough to take him away from me; 
she looks so gentle and sweet." 

'^0 yes, that is what they all say. But they get 
fooled. Men always think a beautiful woman is good. 
It is because beauty is the physical expression of 
sweetness and innocence. It is because her face looks 
as if she were good and true, that they cannot believe 
she is not. They do not know that beauty often hides 
a hideously ugly soul." 

^' 0, but I don't believe she could be so cruel as to 
do that| — when she has everything, and I have noth- 
ing." 
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"She does not know that she is taking him from 
any one, you simpleton. I never told her that George 
had a sweetheart whom he met in the woods. He is the 
one to blame. He is trifling with you to please his 
own vanity. It is fine sport for him to make you love 
him, but he is deceiving you with his stories and his 
flattery; his promises are nothing. That ring," said 
Nellie, pointing contemptuously to a little gold circlet on 
Nita's brown hand, — "take it off and stamp it under 
foot. It is a pledge of lies, — nothing else. He has no 
shame. He glories in his conquests, and loves to have 
a pretty little story for his friends when he^ is in the 
mood. Throw it away, and then go and assure your- 
self that I tell you the truth. Ho and Mabel have 
been out riding all the afternoon. You will see them 
coming home along the road from the old mines if you 
watch." 

Nita rose to go. Her face was strangely altered in 
its distorted whiteness, and she gave Nellie one last, 
look, as if mutely appealing to be told that her pain 
was needless, — that what she had heard was untrue, — 
but she saw it was in vain. She closed the door care- 
fully, and was gone with silent step along the hall. 
The servants peeped slyly at her as she descended the 
stairs, and tittered and whispered that she had changed 
her tune since last they saw her, but she knew it not. 

Along the broad highway that led in curving sweeps 
across the hills she hurried, caring not that the deep 
red dust rose up in little clouds about her, and soiled 
the silky folds of her precious dress, or that a crowd 
of idle miners watched and made coarse comments on 
her impatient haste. The blackened, riven roofs of the 
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old town at last appeared in sight, with the long road 
winding out beyond, its course unbroken hy the forms 
of horsemen outlined darkly against its bright track, 
and only dotted here and there with little bevies of 
birds, — the swift-footed quail and the wild dove running 
up and down and across it, leaving little star-like im- 
prints of their feet in the gleaming dust Then Nita 
ceased her hurried gait, stopping to brush the bottom c^ 
her dress, and to gather here and there from the dry, 
trodden grass at the roadside some downy seeds of the 
dandelion, and a few hard, crackling heads of scented 
sunflower, then idly continuing her way until she 
reached the dilapidated houses and neglected gardens 
of the old town. All the lumber not worm-eaten 
and decayed had been taken to Lucky Streak by the 
new builders, and so there stood here falling houses, 
doomed to be doorlcss because these carefully secured 
protectors had wholly failed to keep grim poverty from 
entering or the trustful dwellers from going out; and 
pointed roofs, shattered and warped, lying flat on the 
ground like the low, broad wigwams of the Indians. 
Nita wandered along aimlessly, picking leaves from 
the long branches in the tangled gardens, and gather- 
ing pebbles and pieces of broken crockery, in a bewil- 
dered sort of way, looking often up the red, rocky road 
with weary eyes, as if dreading to see the objects for 
which she watched. The fury of her sorrow had left 
her confused and weak. Her heart was numbed to 
that blind agony of anger that had moved it at first 
so deeply, and she waited patiently until the sun sank 
down in a gorgeous bank of clouds behind the purple 
line of hillSy and the twilight was coming fast into the 
Jowlanda. 
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pore^ clear tears of the raiD-doods^ Willows drvM>ped« 
long-leaved and moumfiil, beside the walls^ yielding 
now and then their tress-like branches to the wind^ 
that tossed them in thnmgh the arched window«hoIe«> 
and scattered their loose yellow leaves over the deserted 
pews and into the silent aisles. 

At length the two rode on again in silence^ while Nit A 
concealed herself in an old falling arbor covered with 
a thick mass of climlHng roses, and awaited their ap- 
proach. Now the dead torpor of her wrath was roused 
afresh. Her heart beat wildly with a deop> suffocating 
pain, that seemed to take away her breath and crussl^ 
oat all the lingering hopes that she had cherished* A 
fierce jealousy burned in her brain with an ungovern* 
able madness. She peered out from her leafy hidings 
place, with eyes that shone like gems, and watched the 
man to whom she had given all her strongest, deepest 
love, for whom she had forgotten the holiest of vows, to 
whom she looked for ever3rthing her heart loveil be^t, 
— she watched him tarn with looks of admiration ut)on 
the fEor girl who rode beside him, and saw his face 
shine with a love-light it had never worn before; and 
then she knew that her poor erring heart had been do« 
ceived, and had met the penalty for its wayward sin. 
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A demon tempted her tortured conscience as she 
looked at Mabel, and she drew out of her boeom a little 
silvery dagger and held it convulsively in her plump 
brown hand. She would surely end it if her fears came 
true. This must some time be the deliverance froni 
her torturing woes. 

Did George mentally compare that dark-faced rider 
who had left a picture in his mind, one cold spring 
night on the rocky hill in the blaze of the dim stage- 
lamps, her face full of uncurbed anger and almost 
savage beauty, with this refined girl who rode beside 
liini now, cultivated though not affected in her easy, 
careless grace, handsome in her dark green riding-dress 
relieved by a plumy spike of golden-rod, and with a 
face that was fair and lovely, and softened and gentle 
in every line? 

As the riders drew near the old arbor, Mabel espied the 
tangled roses over it, bright here and there with clusters 
of shining, scarlet seed-buds. She was thinking of an- 
other ride she had taken through this old abandoned 
town, one that had returned to her memory in after 
days with a sacred meaning, — a remembrance fondly 
cherished of the day when she first met some one who 
had woven a spell into the whole of her quiet life. 
Why not gather a branch as a memento of that happy 
time when she had seen it full of wild and fragrant 
bloom? The summer had gone, and her dream was 
over; soon winter's noiseless footsteps would be coldly 
whitening on the summits, and stealing down the pur- 
ple avenues in tracks of gleaming snow; and then she 
T;ould go away, perhaps never to return to this coun- 
try that had seen the blossoming and the withering 
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of her tend cicot hopes. Dr her fui>away city !Km)^ 
would she not love to aee it, — a Bttle leafy spmy tht|^ 
grew where the steep heights looked liown upoii it iii 
approving majesty, and sent it breath from the ct)^> 
clear air around their pure white crowns> where th^ 
red-gold aunli^t; breaking in through the piae-fHtt^je^ 
gzitewaya of the east^ had coaled it int» seaj^ of tetjtUec 
bloonu and in^ a apot whtse^ she had ^eott otie loug» 
s^peet season iiiat would haunt all her Hfo with it» fi>tKi 
hue mounifiil m^noriefi? 

Sm stopped her horae aiui looked at OeofK^. "^ I 
ipant a branch of Idiat rose yia^y^ she said^ "'^ WIU 
jou help me down? ^ 

"Ah! allow me to get it for yoa,^ said the gi^actl 
Geffirget, i^rmgTng off and handing her his hi^rse'^s reiu. 

"'You would never be able to please me. It must b^ 
TKj choice, and I must pick it mysel^*^ said Mabi^I> 
pleasantly. 

George helped her with an air of foad soKcitude> se<h 
ting her Eghtly and earefuIlT dowu iu the grass> vHit 
ci the dost^ and then stood boldiog their hocse» aad 
watching her with admiring eyes. His &ce was i>evet 
handsomeiT than it looked iu that soft twilight raUi^ 
ance, and his voice was never richer or iVKwre teuder 
than when he called out to Mabel to beware cxf the 
ghosts that walked about in the M ruius« Nit^'sii 
heart thrilled anew, in spite of all its pain> ^i the 
sound, while a fierce desperation seises) her> aiut she 
looked at Mabel, who was picking her way daintily 
through the dry, dusty grass to the arlnu^* her Kuig 
skirt gathered up in her hands, and her luuul In^nt HkI 
if she were thinking gravely. The little dagger gleamed 
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again, and mirrored in its shining blodo the dark face 
a1>ovo it in all its distorted madncBB. 

There was no rustle })ch]nd the broken lattice-work 
of the arl)or an Mabel drew near, and Nita watched 
hreatlileHHiy till the little gloved hand should reach up 
to gather lier chonen rone fpray. 

Ktill tlie gentle face was not raised upward, and 
Mal>el stood a nioiiieiit looking vacantly into the lux- 
uriant mass of interwoven branches, with folded hands, 
while a faint sigh escai>ed her lips. Nita was ready. 
Hut when Mabel raised her eyes and lifted her hand, 
heedless of thorns, to gather a cluster she had selected, 
two dewy tears fell flashing from her eyes, and lay 
quivering like liquid diamonds on the rose-leaves. And 
then the dark face, with all the horror and cruelty of 
murder in it, changed, and softened with wonder and 
pity, while the little dagger fell crushing and rustling 
through the matted vines, and lay forgotten on the 
dry brown earth beneath. " She loves him too," whis- 
pered Nita to herself; " and she is good '*; while Mabel 
started back in alarm, and stood a little distance from 
the arbor, looking steadily toward it, her rose spray 
trembling in a hand that trembled too. 

" What is it? " asked George, throwing the horses' 
reins over a leaning stake by the roadside, and hurry- 
ing up to Mabel; "have you seen the ghosts I warned 
you against?" 

"It is nothing, I guess. Something stirred in the 
leaves, — a bird, perhaps," said Mabel. 

Nita realized that she would be discovered, and she 
knew not what excuse to give; but with the boldness of 
desperation she came out of her hiding-place and stood 
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before them, looking strangely haggard and frightened. 
'* O, it is only that black-eyed girl whose father works 
in the mill," said Grcorge, as he saw her, glancing quickly 
away and turning to go. Of all ghosts, he did not want 
this one to rise and haunt him now. Mabel looked up 
too, and saw Nita leaning against the cracking lattice- 
work. She greeted the girl with a rare, sweet smile, 
and said pleasantly, "Good evening, Nita. Our meet- 
ing was rather too sudden, I think. We were both sur- 
prised and a little frightened. This is such a gloomy 
place, it is easy to imagine a host of terrors in every 
sound." 

"Yes," faltered Nita, standing in blank recklessness, 
and watching for a glance from George. But he did 
not look again. 

Helping Mabel to her saddle with a manner slightly 
changed, and more hurried than when he lifted her 
down, and springing on to his own horse, they started 
away. " It is getting late," he said. " We must ride 
briskly, or we '11 be absent at table." 

"We'll soon be there," said Mabel; "it is only a 
short way beyond the hill"; and with a pleasant look 
over her shoulder toward Nita, and a parting smile, she 
was galloping down the dusty road. 

A groan burst from Nita's lips as she turned away, 
after watching with strained eyes the two dark forms 
till they vanished over the hill. The night seemed 
gathering fast around, and with a violent, restless bit- 
terness in her soul, she started up swiftly to return 
home. Through dense thickets that tore her dress 
and scratched her face she hurried; into dark, unfre- 
quented woods scarcely lighted by the late, fading twi- 
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light; and acroes dry old creek channels, forsaken by 
the rushing waters, stony, and whitened with bleached 
water weeds, and dotted with darkling pools in every 
deep basin of their wayward windings. She was cross- 
ing a little opening in the woods, where her footsteps 
were retarded hy the deep, matted wild oats that 
rustled and gave out a rich yet dusty odor, when the 
form of a man appeared among the trees toward which 
she was hastening. He scanned her a moment in sur- 
prise, then he paused, standing boldly in her path, 
while a smile brightened his face. He did not speak 
for fear of startling her, yet he regretted this, for when 
she caught sight of him she uttered a scream and threw 
up her hands as if she had met a ghost. Still she knew 
him. *'John, O John!" she cried, gazing upon him 
with a half-wild, half-shy look in her dark eyes, and 
her voice was scarcely more than a whisper when she 
added ^^My husband I'' and shrunk back in dismay. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

ONE NIGHT AROUND THE MILL. 

I am Borry for thee, friend. 

Shakbspkabx. 

All day a ghostly silence reigned over the motionless 
mill, from which the busy throngs had fled, and over 
the quiet, lifeless town, while the singing pines made 
a weird, prophetic musmg in their tossing crests, and 
the leafy boughs shook down their red-tinged robes of 
autumn as if wont to cast their brightness to the frown- 
ing earth. A red haze lingered in the hills, and draped 
with purplish folds the distant peaks of snow; and in 
the still air seemed the mournful calling of an unknown 
voice, blasting the hope of life, and tainting all with 
the cankering touch of despair. 

Mr. Sevenoakes did not keep his word. Edward saw 
him and his adviser George setting out quite early to 
the former's " sanctum," engaged in earnest conversa- 
tion. Neither of them looked toward the mill, where 
Edward waited. After an hour or so of counsel giv- 
ing and receiving, the younger man came out, but Mr. 
Sevenoakes made no appearance. Edward knew that 
trouble was brewing, and that his hopes of settlement 
were defeated. He was wholly without friends, without 
power. The thought came to him with more pain than 
he had imagined he could feel at the loss of his posi- 
tion, and the disgrace in this instance attending it. 
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But Btill )ic ^vaited, though unrewarded for his pa^* 
ticncc. From (IkiI little green-curtained window of 
"the office" Bccnied to come a deadly, silent fire of 
deet ruction that was more forciblo and more awful 
than even the vol ley 8 of an enemy's ranks. As up and 
down with restless step and throbbing head the troubled 
manager walked through the deserted building, over 
and over again he looked from the frozen machinery of 
toil, in a blind, dazed wuy, to see if a sound of life were 
stirring, but he saw always the closed door and the dark, 
liquid-looking window-panes, without even a breath of 
change save when the afternoon sun broke through the 
cloudy skies and a slant ray of light swept across the 
clear glass. Then the green curtain was pulled down 
farther by an unseen hand, and all was quiet as before. 
Still he kept up his walk in the desolate place, — into 
the laboratory, into the machinery-room, often glancing 
through the windows at the oilice, toward the town, and 
up at the great hotel, where the broad windows shone 
and blinked like yellow eyes in the afternoon sun. 

lie was bending over the great crusher and extract- 
ing bits of broken ore when the party of three set out 
on their ride to the cave, and so he did not see them 
depart; nor did ho see them return, for at that time he 
was looking gloomily out of the western window at the 
faded sunset clouds that pictured many groups of fiery 
islands afloat in dim gray seas. Nellie counted too con- 
fidently on the success of her plan. He did not have 
this seeming confirmation of her words spoken that 
evening by the window to add to his unhappy thoughts. 

When evening drew near, and still the superintendent 
did not pay his promised visit, Edward left the mill to 
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call the watchman who had served the night before, 
and on his way he stopped at the oflQce. Mr. Seven- 
oakes was still there. *' Come in, Mr. Dennett," he 
said rather coldly, with a lustreless stare from his depth- 
less eyes. 

^* You did not call down at the mill as you agreed," 
Edward said, coldly also, standing near the door; '' I 
came to see if you have decided yet." He performed 
his unpleasant errand as shortly as possible. Not for 
the world would he cringe and flatter for the sake of 
mollifying the little man's ruffled temper. He would 
stand on his own merits, he would maintain hiB own 
dignity at the cost of absolute defeat. 

" It is a difficult thing to decide, Mr. Dennett, when 
the course you have insisted on taking bids fair to ruin 
us. I have decided this much, however, — that we are 
in imminent danger of being mobbed, or forcibly com- 
pelled to yield to the men. The shaft hands are 
already in a ferment. They are ripe for mischief now; 
it is give in or take the consequences, — that I am sure 
of. How, then, am / to adjust the matter, when neither 
side will make the least concession. I am powerless 
unless some one will take the first move toward recon- 
ciliation. It is all right for the participants in the 
quarrel, of course; they have no property at stake, no 
business suffering, and so they can afford to fight it 
out, and use other men's means with which to do it." 

** Have you seen any manifestations of violence, Mr. 
Sevenoakes?" asked Edward, feeling it useless now to 
discuss matters while Mr. Sevenoakes was so disturbed 
as to use the sarcasm which he had just employed. 

'^ Manifestations! Why, I hear of threats and ib« 
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liko, that ought to be manififstation enough for any otia 
who «IoeB not perf<iflt in n^fuKing to recognize them.'' 

"In view of all the factfl, Mr. Sevenoakes," Edward 
BaicI steadily, though it cost him an effort and some 
rcgretfl, '' I think we had }x.*tter dissolve our businees 
relations. I certainly will not con^nt to take any 
other position with regard to the management of the 
men. You perhaps can readily find some one who 
will. I venture to prophesy that you will get along 
without further trouble for a week or so." Edward 
could not resist a touch of satire in that bitter moment; 
but his generous spirit rose magnanimously above it in 
his next words. ** When my successor is appointed, I 
freely offer all my experience to assist him in conduct- 
ing business on the old system, so that there need be 
no trouble in managing the work. The machinery is 
only obstinate with certain ores, and a certain speed in 
running. In a sliort time one can learn to manage it 
reasonably well. If I can be of any use in this way, 
you may depfjnd on me." 

Mr. Sevenoakes felt better. He did not believe Ed- 
ward's generosity genuine, but he was glad to see at 
least a show of docility, glad to feel that Edward had 
made an attempt to appease him. He did not like to 
do a mean act any l>etter than most men who think 
themselves honorable and fair; and yet, though he be- 
lieved that Edward did not want to leave the mill, — 
that this was only a ruse employed to win lost favor, — 
he resolved to take advantage of it, and also to hold 
Edward to his offer of rendering assistance^ if it were 
needed. Then p<Thai)S he could continue to get along 
with his new manager. '* You have saved me the un- 
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pleasant necessity of deciding against you, by ypur 
resignation," said the wily superintendent. ** I accept 
it, knowing that otherwise we can never accomplish *a 
pacification among the turbulent spirits about us," 

"Very well, sir; I am satisfied with that. If you 
will not wait for the subjection that is certain to como 
with time, it is the only thing to be done. I know the 
men quite as well as you do, and I feel confident of 
the course they will take if unmolested"; and Edward 
turned away. 

"Hold on," called Mr. Sevenoakes; "one moment 
more. I must make use of your generous offer of help 
this very evening. I will ask you to see to the watch- 
man, and remain in charge of everything as ^sual till 
to-morrow morning. Then we will start up. 1 think 
I will let Brooklyn try his hand at managing, and 
perhaps with your help he will succeed in getting on 
somehow. May bo by to-morrow there will be hucjIi 
developments in the case as will enable us to go on as 
usual, with you in your old place. Good night, Mr, 
Dennett." 

The superintendent added the last sentence as an 
inducement for Edward to do his duty as well as usual, 
fearing he might be negligent unless bo had mxm 
interest to serve. But he did not mean it; the littlo 
shuttle had run its length. His mind was made up; 
and so he immediately started off to look for Gi;org«, 
with his pocket full of cigars and his head full of g^x^l 
news. He felt relieved and almost encourag<jd, for Im 
had been a victim of the conspiracy rather than an 
accomplice; and now ho hoped for i)e(ice and tli# 
whistle, and wanted to talk with bis coofidADt air«f 
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tlicir gleaming, fragrant Havanas. iris search 
fruitloHB, nnd fruitlera vIfo several other times that 
ev(*ning, when he RtroIl<Kl around on the same errand. 

AIkiuI half-past eight the young man appeared, but 
declined the invitation to take a smoke. '*The ladies 
have captured me/' he explained, hastening away; *' I 
am breathlessly obeying their mandates now''; and 
that was the last the superintendent saw of him. 

Edward left the ofTico with a heavy heart. Every- 
thing seemed to work against him, even his strivingps 
to be magnanimous to those who had injured him. 
For by his Ix^neficent offer ho was now bound to per- 
form a duty that would l>e utterly distasteful, assisting, 
as it did, one who gloried in his downfall. But he put 
the tliought aside as unworthy. He was human, and 
he felt the sting deeply, but he resolved it should 
have no place among his troubles. Ho would not brood 
over it. 

Night came, gloomy with clouds overhead, and sigh- 
ing winds that rustled through the dry wild oats, and^ 
in the trcetoi)8 moaned and wailed with dismal voices. 
Lights, pale and spectral, from the hidden moon, broke 
through the rifts of enveloping blackness, throwing a dim 
refulgence over the serried groves until they stretched 
away into fathomless darkness, and falling in a white 
mystic glare over the rude town, brightened here and 
there by a redder, warmer light that shone out from 
some solitary cabin window, or from the wide-doored 
saloons, murmuring faintly with the din that rang 
hilariously within. All around reigned a vague unrest, 
— a weird and mournful prophecy of coming change. 
The creek, flowing past the mill, no longer brimming 
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with Bummer's melted summits, rushed cold and white 
along its rocky way, and roared in a monotonous under- 
tone of wrath, echoing dull and heavy down the lone- 
some cafions, with the awful warning voice of eternity 
whispering through its low, deep thunderings. 

The bell for dinner at the big hotel called in the 
loiterers from the veranda, and lights shone, dim 
and small, deep in behind the windows, leaving the 
great building far more gloomy and forbidding than it 
had ever seemed before. Edward went late into the 
dining-room, after it was almost deserted, dreading to 
encounter the curious gaze of the guests in case the 
news of the change at the mill had been noised abroad, 
as most certainly it would be when George learned of 
his promotion, and quite likely, Edward thought, with 
not much adherence to the truth. His face, he knew, 
looked shadowy and worn with anxiety, and that night 
he could not bear the thought of facing the staring 
multitude with such a testimonial against him and his 
strong, manly pride. A party of hunters, coming in 
from their woodland chase, sat at the table with him, 
talking vociferously in a foreign tongue about their 
game, and paying little heed to the stranger who shared 
their meal. The circumstance heightened Edward's 
loneUness, it seemed so unfriendly to him, while the 
lights shone dim and unnatural above them, making 
dark, uncertain shadows in the corners, aftd unsteady 
gleams on the dazzling table-cloth. All things about 
him assumed an unaccountable dreariness, so he pushed 
his plate aside and went out again into the windy night. 

The watchman at the mill sat glumly on the stump 
that the sleek little Seveuoakes once had gracedi lo 
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in); ifiedltativirlr up at the lKitc-1, onxiooe for some ngiM 
ti{ Jif': or a !•» ath of tli«; Juy'ti Fubdred excitemenL 
ll<! r'-ni<>v(-(l h:4 btul<-r>ii,( liiii;: iii[ji: a^ if under protest 
wIk'ii lirft fiM'k'ii l^i, l>ut wlivii Edward gcrwrously 
(>fi>Ti'<l tu nlkvi; him of his w:;t<-h the loft quarter of 
tho night, tliv |iip(t w(.';it dipn-cutingljr behlod him, 
iii.d u hearty "tnU'h ol>li(:bd," altt-stcd bis gratitude. 
''Kinder windy and oncotufortaLIv out to-night," be 
n.-Uiixrli'^, mith .'111 (.'fTurt to he eooiewhat frlendlj 
toHunl this man about nhom the whole town was hias- 
'"« ai.grily. 

"V'-ti; not a pIt-aBaiit night to watch. But keep a 
gooil Iwikout, and 1 'II vi-rtainly he around toward 
iiuiniin^." Thu watoiiinan suili-d, and jumping down 
from hiH i-tunip, Hturtid uw:iy on a new tour of in- 
fijH.t^lion, the IrvJuvcd piiw again finding its place b^ 
twi-f.-n hift hirgo yellow teeth. 

Oitt (III the ti]ff; of tliu pine woods near the mill stood 
a ]itll<: vini-niutilli'd cal'in, long deserted and uncared 
for, and kIowIv truing tu dui-ay. It was low and humbla^ 
witli :i leaLy roof, and a crunihling chimney built of 
nx-ku and mud, hut it was cOTcrod with a fnitlifbl 
hoTnymiiklf that ran uncheclic-d t.vir gray wullit and 
rent r<x)f. as if the tender vitie wijii)i] hido a'.\ tbew 
unsightly ih^feets with its dumb but ron-itaDt lov6. Ju 
the Ktroiig light of day tlie cab i was ulnuM^q 
burdi.nLil with itH wealth of du»ky | 
dry, fallen pine-needleB. lod ' " 

j.kVelinR, in tbi; Kofl moGB on f 
time'ti vernal beauties wero a 
iiig gorgcouBly over the gti 
abandoned dwelling, witb if' 
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fragrant blossoms, still made a bower even more invit- 
ing than the wild nests of vines around it. But at 
night when the coming winter's melancholy winds had 
stripped the woods of their bloom and their richest 
foliage, when ghostly clouds drifted overhead in sable 
masses, edged with pale, unearthly brightness, when 
the blackest depths of shadow lurked in that low open 
doorway, it was anything but alluring and cheerful. 
Still Edward bent his steps to the lonely cabin, think- 
ing gloomily of its former occupant, a poor old man 
who worked in the mines. One morning no blue 
smoke- wreath curled upward from that low, rude chim- 
ney, and no bent form was seen creeping slowly along 
the trail to the mill. They found him pale and cold 
in the long slumber that knows no dreams; and so 
when they had carried him through that vine-trellised 
portal, and had laid him to rest under the lyric pines, 
with a spray of his beloved honeysuckle on his breast, 
his little home had fallen into wreck and ruin, and 
no watchful care now kept its lights burning warmly 
through the dusky nights, adding their brightness to 
the hundred stars that twinkled cheerfully from hill- 
side and cafion. 

Throwing himself wearily on the stone steps at the 
door, Edward half reclining watched the white glow 
force for itself new rifts in the heavy clouds, and lis? 
tened to the dirge-like voices of the wind. No ghost 
that haunted this desolate spot could bring terrors to 
him now. He was battling with his own ghosts, — the 
spirits of his buried hopes. They rose up and stalked 
about him in long, jeering fi^es, and would not be 
silenced. Disappointed in the first warm love of his 
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honest heart, defeated in all his manly ambition, dis- 
graced and scorned, with none to ofler sympathy in his 
trouble, weakened by his wounded hand, and worn with 
a reetle^s anxiety, — what wonder, then, that his fate 
seemed relentiesely cruel, that his hopes were swiftly 
perishing? 

A glance into the dark woodland near him revealed 
the awful loneliness of its dimly lighted aisles, where 
the winds played free, and the indistinct shadows 
shift<*(l and trembled and wove themselves into mighty 
nets, intangible and indestructible as the meshes of 
fate; so almost shuddering he turned his eyes toward 
the hotel on the slope above him just in time to catch 
a glimpse of a slim girlish figure passing through the 
long windows to the balcony. The light behind lier 
revealed soft, curving outlines and graceful motions, as, 
shading her eyes with her hand, she looked earnestly 
out into the night. But she quickly vanished again, 
and a dull rattle of the window sounded to the watcher 
in the far-off, night-hidden background, like the last 
tinkle of the bells in fairy-land, when the walls of earth 
shut round, and its glorious visions are hidden from the 
view of bewildered mortals. Something familiar in the 
outlines and the movements of that form roused afresh 
his rebellious feelings, and turned his thoughts to bitter, 
hopeless mcnioricjs. lie sat motionless, thinking thus 
for a few moments, when the flutter of a white shawl 
attracted his notice, and he saw a figure moving swiftly 
down the broad road toward the mill. A moment's 
pause where the watchman stood like a black lifeless 
pillar in the shadow, his invisible pipe glowing faintly 
like a mammoth fire-fiy after each vigorous pull through 
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its curving stem, and then the strange form moved 
away, the white shawl gleaming silvery through the 
young firs, and growing brighter as it neared the little 
cabin. 

A strange sensation thrilled in Edward's heart as the 
girl came rapidly forward, a light step rustling softly 
as the wind in the fallen leaves, and he sat up, wonder- 
ing, with an inexpressible joy, why she came to him. 
Yes, it surely was Mabel, her quiet grace, her queenly 
elegance, revealed even in the dim glare that broke 
through the drifting clouds. 

But at last she paused, timidly taking a step back- 
ward, and looking eagerly into the shadows that 
stretched beyond. Edward rose quickly and went 
toward her. 

"Oh I" said the sweet, low voice, half frightened. 
"Then you are here"; and Mabel came forward again, 
holding out her hand. But it trembled even in the 
warm, strong grasp that received it, while she said, "I 
hardly thought you would be in this gloomy place, and 
yet I had the courage to come and see. The watchman 
said you were here, but he did not offer to call you, as I 
thought he would, so I came alone. I wish to tell you 
something"; and her voice fell as if her courage, too, 
was growing faint, but after a short pause she con- 
tinued, sweetly and calmly as at first. 

" We have not seen you for a day or so, and I was 
afraid we would not meet again, for this evening Aunt 
Cynthia decided to return home to-morrow morning 
early, — frightened by the signs of storm, I think. But 
I could not go without thanking you for the kindness 
you have shown us; I could not bear to let you think 
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it ull forgotton, since it has made our summer here 
very happy." 

There was a revohition of thought in Edward's brain^ 
and his heart was Ixrating f^trong and joyous once Di<»e. 
Ilcr words! — they were nothing tliat an artful coquette 
might not have said for a last thrust at her victim. Ahl 
it was useless to argue that; no girl like Mabel would 
venture forth on such a night, (*ven to add one trophjr 
to her H[>oil8. That Minsful fact remained: she had 
coni(; to him; slie had dared to meet him half-way in 
the renewal of their friendnhip. 

**And there was (something else," she went on hur- 
riofllv, as if ahiiont afraid to mention what was in her 
thouglits. '* I wanted to tell you Ix^fore; I wanted so 
mucli to pynipathize with you in your trouble. I am 
so v<'ry porry." 

Willi one groat l)ound the world and all the keen 
relish for its bhssings came back to Edward; there 
was such a materialization of his ghosts as would have 
delighted beyond expression a siiiritualistic circle; ho 
was strong again, he could battle with misfortune, ho 
could almost bear defeat, though it would deprive him 
of his dearest blessing, if only in that downfall he could 
feel that Mabers warm, tender heart was sorry for him. 

** Oh, Mabel I forgive me for misjudging you," he said; 
"I thought you cold and thoughtless. Why did wo 
let a trifle estrange us? Mabel, you surely knew my 
feelings that night when Miss Minton's words, which 
we could not but overhear, brought such a terrible 
wound to my heart. Why did you not assure me that 
they were untrue?" 

" Could I explain my feelings to you then? You had 
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ei«ry reasont 1k> WSeve in my frliJiMlnhlii,- -|^t l^H^tt 
szDall reason to think it iuniiiodri^," m^id MHlii^l. 

"^I irealizTfd &fterward that 1 i^ltotihl iMit ImvM ItMMtlMi) 
what we heard, — that I nhoiild Iihvm jtbkud ynii if i|i 
weietnie/'he answered huHtlly; **WMd yi^t, I Uinuuht 
such questions would avail iKjitiln^} iUi^y WMiil<l l^iid 
proIoDg my disappoiutiuent, if yaw rm\\\y wtJiu ih4 mhi- 
nest in your friendship, i ithdtdd Iui.vm wnilMd till I 
had the courage to ank yoti. ForfjivM ihm, M^hulj Utl 
me still bo your friend." 

He walked baek with hor up lli^ hlopo to iitu liotn), 
renewing with a stronger faith tliulr hnikeiii Iruwt, wliilo 
the dim, ghostly lights that f(]|l aniiiiid thmn <iliaiigml 
to a soft, white radiance, and tlui Mobhihg windiM to 
cool, inspiring breezes, that blew into blossoms wide 
and fresh and fragrant the opening buds of hope. 
Three words he whispered to her as they parUid, add- 
ing softly, as ho pressed her liand, ** It is now my dear- 
est aim that I may some time say tlie rest.'' 

Pie went back to the little cabin on the edge of the 
wood, but all its loneliness was gone. Homehow, in the 
vague, indistinct language of thought, he made a re- 
solve that it should ever aft^jr be most sacred and dear 
to him. He would never tell the sweetness of the ifH' 
cret that clustered around it, and it would always be a 
sign to him, an incentive in weary days perhaps, re- 
minding him that life had yielded there one vision of 
its blissful paradise, the influence and the memory of 
which could never be effaced. Half reclining on the 
stone doorstep, he covered his face with both his hands, 
as if the better to look into the future, and lisUuted to 
the winds that struck a stormy music from the lyres 
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strung in the toesing pino-top8, and breathed the pure, 
cool nir th:it oanio like a draught from the fabled life- 
renowing fountaiiiR iK-noath the hills' hearts of eternal 
snow. 

Long he sat thore, while the white rifts of light in 
the sky above him shifted and changed and faded, 
and the honeysuckle vine that grew beside the porch 
dropiKHl down upon his head a leafy spray, like a gen- 
tle caress; thoughts assumed the shape of plans, and 
wishes and hoiK'S came fast with them, so that the 
hours flew by, and ho lieeded them not. 

Still in Edward's mind burned the rapturous hope 
that made him strong for the future. lie had a great 
work before him, — a work with an end in view that 
would make each stroke a pleasure, each hour a fleet- 
ing moment, bringing nearer his one great, life-long 
happiness. 

The late stage came and brought its short excite- 
ment; the hostler led away his horses and closed the 
stables; one by one the lights vanished from the cabin 
windows on the hillHides; the hotel at last was dark 
and quiet, and gloom and midnight settled over the 
slumbering camp among the hills. 

Finally the dreamer's head fell back against the soft, 
fluttering mass of leaves, and drowsiness gave way 
to restful sleep. And in that slumber came a vision 
strange and blissful. He dreamed of twilight woods, 
wild, boundless, and shadowy; of wandering alone 
through this deep, strange wilderness, and vainly seek- 
ing some outlet from its depthless mystery. Then the 
echoes of a sweet song in the air above the mighty 
treetops floated down to him, and a faint rustle in the 
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interweaving boughs that shut out the darkening sky 
already thick with stars. He looked upward and saw 
a heavenly being descending slowly to the ground. It 
had no wings, no form nor guise of an angel; and yet 
it came miraculously through the air into this far-off. 
dreamy forest, and to him. On the ground beside 
him the lovely being alighted, a soft little hand stole 
into his, and looking up he saw Mabel, robed in dainty 
white, standing timidly beside him. Then all the 
trees around burst forth into ecstacies of song, weird 
and strangely sweet, that made the long aisles ring 
and echo, and sent melodious vibrations even up into 
the depths of starlit sky above. 

Suddenly, in a great flood, light, richly golden, ter- 
ribly bright, burst over the darkened scene; it illu- 
minated with a supernatural brilliancy the far, dim 
vistas where lurked the hidden beasts, threw a strange 
glow into the heavens above, and put out the silvery 
light of all the throbbing stars. 

He started up from his dream and rubbed his eyes. 
Was his mind unbalanced, that he could not realize 
the scene before him? or had the little cabin been 
spirited away into some unearthly place where fierce 
destruction was abroad? For lol far through the sur- 
rounding trees burned the smoky red flames that swept 
down the high, dry grasses, and fed angrily on the free, 
fresh winds; up at the big hotel long, smoky tongues 
of light curled round the roof, — the woods, the world, 
the sky, were all afire I 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THK doctor's BUmCXB DBEAM8. 

Hope and fear alternate chaae 

Oar coarse throogh life*a onoertaia raoe. 

Soorr. 

'^DowN cellar" is ofttimes a dreadful term to the 
little ones whoso first impressions of that cool, dark 
place arise from hasty visits deep underground, where 
a huge cLstcm of water stands with the light playing 
in golden flecks and dancing rings upon its restless 
surface, and reflecting itself far off from brown, damp 
walls in rainbow-tinted circlets that twinkle and quiver, 
and flash out again, with all the strange uncertainty 
of elf-land. But there are suggestions of material 
things as well, coming from the scent of rich preserves, 
and rolls of sweet, fresh butter packed down cool in an 
ice-lined chest, and fragrant, rosy apples, proving that 
even enchanted regions abound in tempting eatables. 
Nevertheless, they have lost mOre than half their charm 
until brought out of that chill-aired place to the strong, 
sweet light of reassuring day. 

But the little folk could never have such a fear of 
the terrible cellar as Mrs. Mills had on that day when 
the Doctor sat dreaming in the kitchen, and was aroused 
by the startling shriek. It probably took Lois less than 
half a minute to find out the cause of this crying dis- 
tress, yet to Mrs. Mills, lying helpless and racked with 
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agony on the cold floor of the cellar, it seemed like the 
long lapse of a never-ending span of time. She was 
dying, she thought, down there all alone, her screams 
had not been heard, and now she had no longer power 
to cry out, while a cold, suffocating feeling, like the first 
wave of the dark river, came creeping over her. 

Dr. Knapp of course was behind Lois in finding out 
the dire disaster, but he came along rather briskly 
nevertheless, and rendered valuable assistance by car- 
rying the suffering Mrs. Mills up into the daylight and 
to her own chamber. 

Lois ran for smelling-salts and cold water, though 
the Doctor calmly bade her not to use them, but to get 
bandages and splints instead, and with a strength of 
nerve seemingly impossible to one so conscious of him- 
self at times, he carefully examined Mrs. Mills's arm, 
broken above the elbow. In a very few minutes the 
bono had been firmly set by the Doctor's steady and 
skilful hand, and the worst of her pain was over. 

" Oh, Lois, dear I " were the first words she said; 
" don't leave me, will you? 

" I am here," Lois answered. " Keep very still for a 
while, and I will tell you then what has happened." 

" Oh I bring John in and little Jimmie; why are they 
not here? " 

" They have been sent for, and will come in a few 
minutes." 

She lay moaning for a time, and then asked, as if 
she really suffered little pain, and could think of mak- 
ing arrangements for the future, ** Lois, my dear girl, 
you will not go away and leave me? I could n't trust 
my house with any one but you, and school will close 
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tliiH wcf'k, you know; bo if you givo up your visit Lamo 
you couM Htiiy uk w(*11 ua not." 

*' Don't worry," naid liois, hoping to avoid a prouuM. 
'* Everything will \>q urrungod to plenso you." 

Airs. Mills closijd hor eyes and moaned feebly. 
" LoIh," pIic said again after a time, ^'did you aay you 
would stay and take care of nie?" 

^' Of courHc," Lois answered; " I am right here taking 
caro of you now. But do not think al)Out it Here are 
Mr. Mills and Jinimio to see you/' she added, as they 
eiit<Tf<l tlie room. 

The ])o<:tor prepared to withdraw, cautioning them 
to k(*ep the sufferer very quiet, and talk but little, and 
in a moment Ix)is joined him where ho sat waiting in 
the ])arlor. 

*'I do not know what to do, Doctor," she said. ^I 
almost feel as thougli I ought to stay and take care ot 
Mrs. Mills, now that this unfortunate accident has 
hai)i)oned; and yet it will l>e a great disappointment 
to give up my trip home. Wliat is your advice?" 

If the Doctor had consulted his selfish feelings, he 
would have answered promj)tly, "Stay"; but ho put 
them aFido and considered the ease in other aspects; 
he thought of Lois's pleasant ways, how helpful she 
could be to Mrs. Mills in her trouble; he thought of 
tlie many pinched, suffering faces in the old hospital 
that looked eagerly for her coming, and the verdict 
still was "Stay," though ho did not have to question 
his own lonely heart, that would lose its best sunshine 
if she were gone. 

He sat thoughtful and grave for a moment, but 
when his conscience wholly approved of his decision, ha 
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lodred up with a glad light in his kindly gray eyes as 
he answered, '*! think, on the whole. Miss Warren, it 
woold be mnch better for every one — except perhaps 
yourself — for you to stay. I can see very readily 
that Mrs. Mills depends greatly on you, and could 
hardly trust another. It is better to cheer those in 
sufifering than they who are strong and well, is it not?" 

So after that Lois decided to stay, and when Mrs. 
Mills asked her again to remain, as if the thought 
troubled her and she must be assured, Lois was ready 
to answer promptly that she would. 

But the Doctor was more pleased than any one. It 
was a relief to him, aside from the other pleasure he 
derived, to know that bright and careful Lois would be 
there to follow his directions with religious faithfulness, 
instead of some presuming elderly nurse; and again, 
with what pleasure he looked forward to seeing Lois 
every day, to consulting her ideas, and drawing inspira- 
tion from her cheerful spirit, only the Doctor's sensitive, 
lonely heart could attest. 

So the days wore on into summer, rich and golden, 
which brought with it the red June roses, the lilies of 
dark purple, and the full-blown sprays of heavy-headed 
golden-rod; the wild roses in the thorny brambles by 
the water margins lost their single-petalled blossoms 
and held up seed-lobes of flaming scarlet, and all nature 
took on richer, deeper hues. Over field and meadow 
the harvesters gathered in their mounds of sweet wild 
hay, and broad fields of billowy wheat ripened from 
seas of silvery green into long stretches richly laden 
with pale gold. 

To the Doctor, who still drove about in his high* 
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wtioolod cart, tho days passed by with shodowingi of • 
distant glory on liirt dtill, iM'clouded sky. And dreams 
oanic to liini, — dn*aniH that wrro fairer and more golden 
than he had over known liefon'; dreams that purchased 
haek for him the iiiHpiration of his youth, that only 
adih'd rnort* and more a calmer, dccjM.*r beauty to his 
unM'Hish life. These thoughts canio not to him with 
a va^ue unrest, an unsatisfie^l longing as to the impet- 
uous fervor of youth; hut day after day, as he drove over 
the dusty roads, and saw the cool mantle of spring perish 
into coverlets woven of the matted wild oats and the 
broken stubble, us the trees lost their frail young leaves 
and took on folingo broad and dark and dusty, when 
no more tbe IcM'UHtH hung down mellow, sunlit clusters 
of fragranee into his path, still life retained its rosy hue, 
and 1x3 miHS4Mi not the departcMl spring-time, while ho 
kept tbe merry rhyme of May-day singing in his soul. 
Wherever he went, be carried tbe peace that reigned 
over him, wbil<; from bis dreaming eyes the landscapes 
borrowed touches of beauty tbat ihvy had never worn 
before. 

Jjady Snowdrop was not averse to liavo the Doctor 
fall a-dreamiiig while out on his hot dusty journeys 
from place to jilace; she no doubt heartily approved of 
tbe habit, and felt tbat be showed most excellent taste 
in tbus enjoying himself. And tbere were times, when 
a C(K)1 nliade tree ofiered rest and n-fresbing shelter 
from tbe n(K)n-(lay sun, that Xha Doc.ior put in no ob- 
jection wbatc'vcr wlicn hIic j)r<\suniptiioiis]y drew up to 
a dead halt, and fairly went to Bleep under tbe drowsy 
branches; but be just sat and watched the little gray 
birds that hopi>ed about with calm, clear trills of songi 
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and felt a kind of kinship in their subdaed, sweet 
ecstacies. 

Lois learned to like the Doctor better every day. She 
depended so much upon him, and enjoyed so heartily 
their association, that she came unconsciously to look 
for his coming with a thrill of pleasure, and even to 
put on a snowier apron and place a fresh rosebud in 
her bright wavy hair when the hour drew near for his 
arrival. There was nothing strange in this. She re- 
spected the Doctor more than any man she knew, she 
enjoyed his society more, so no wonder she uncon- 
sciously learned to compare her thoughts with his; to 
ask his advice, and admire his broad, deep, manly 
character. 

Lois's visits to the hospital ceased altogether after 
Mrs. Mills's accident, and she missed them more than 
ever now that she was deprived of her daily walks to 
school. But one day when the Doctor unexpectedly 
called as she was dusting and hurrying about with her 
work, he noticed that her face had lost much of that 
fresh fair bloom it used to have, and her blue eyes 
wanted some of their old sparkle and life; so he said, 
in the modest, retiring way he had of making sugges- 
tions, " Miss Warren, don't you think one of our old 
drives out to Tcnayee would do you some good just 
now? It don't do to stay at home too long, even to 
take care of sick folks." 

The idea struck her pleasantly, and a radiant smile 
lighted her face as she answered, " I have been wishing 
for the time to come when I could go again." 

She selected the following Monday as the most con- 
venient day to go, and arranged to have Mrs. Piatt 
care for Mrs. Mills during her absence. 
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Tho two ladies had a wholo day to themsclTcs, whieb 
qiiit<i delighted Mrs. Blills, who, of course, took the 
load in all diftruPHions. Rut her confinement in-doon 
had deprived her of any out^ido talk ; and besides, there 
w<>re Rome things aliout IjOih she thought quite necee- 
pary to nOatc. So she o|>ened tho conversation aboat 
th<» pchool-miptress the first thing. Most likely if she 
ha<l had all the Kunnner to dipcuss tho aflair in, told 
all Hho had seen, and believed herself all she sug* 
grpte<], it would have reached enormous proportions 
now. However, this was tho first opportunity she had 
been blessed with pincc the day of her misfortune, for 
Lois liad been a constant attendant ever since, and she 
had to take up the subject (exactly where she left off. 

'^ I f<upi)08e," phe began, turning her face so that the 
cool air from Mrs. Piatt's fanning would strike her 
iKJttrr, — " I suppose tho people round town miss seeing 
Ix)iH and lier medical friend these days. But / don't, I 
can assure you. I see quite enough even when I am 
fafitcncd tlown here, hardly able to move, to convince 
me that it 's just as 1 told you once before. They most 
be engaged, or something pretty near it, she is so atten- 
tive. Wljy, actually every call he makes, — and they 
were pretty frequent at first, — she escorts him to the 
door, and they havo charming, confidential littlo chats 
out there in the vines, but 1 never overhear anything 
that is said, they talk so low. That is a suspicions 
circumstance, — don't you think so? " 

" Perhaps thoy are talking over what is best to do 
for yon, and do not wish to let you hear," suggested 
Mrs. Piatt. 

'* O yes, possibly. But their talks arc too lengthy 
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for that. They would have to tell all the history of my 
life over twice in order to talk so long. I think they 
are planning, — • I 'm sure I do. It will be too bad if 
we have to get another teacher for the school, though. 
The children are used to Lois, and like her, — all of 
them. Besides, they learn remarkably fast. I really 
believe other people were beginning to suspect some- 
thing, for Mrs. Dean, who was in here the other day 
when the Doctor called, noticed that he and Lois had 
a great deal of business out in the parlor, and a remark 
was made — I think she suggested it — about Lois 
being plenty old enough to think of getting married. 
She said that young man Lois used to think so much 
of ought to be forgotten by this time. He was not 
worthy, anyway, of such remembrance, in my mind; 
and those rumors that were floating around about him 
after he left I more than half believe, though I wish 
not to disturb the repose nor revive the forgotten trans- 
gressions of the dead." 

Mrs. Piatt was of the opinion that Lois was not 
nursing any unhappy regrets for the past. " She is so 
cheerful, you know, Mrs. Mills, that there is scarcely 
any possibility of that, although I own she seemed very 
devoted for a while. It is nothing out of the way, I 
think, that slie does not turn her thoughts to such 
things. The right one probably has not come along 
yet; and then, Lois's life must be a pleasant one, for 
she loves her work, and has so many friends, while her 
cares never fret, but only interest, her"; and Mrs. 
Piatt felt well satisfied after she had said this, slyly 
thinking that she had done a good turn for Lois, and 
quite likely Mrs. Hunman would find a chance to 
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heartily, — in reality lxK*auBo lio had called up a faint 
1)1 uhI) to IxiiH'n chcrk, nn<l ho thought bIic had betrayed 
horHC'lf, — while* he culled out in ranting etyle, '*I told 
you that you have* tlio right hide, and 3'our Utile i>ac^r, 
too; hut I nhould adviHO you to find out all about her 
whaling j)n)|M nhitirH hefoff — '* L^own came the fith- 
riMl whip for the firnt time upon the uuBUspecting Lady 
Snowdrop, up flew the dunt in vigorous clouds, and the 
rest of the 8ciit(;nee, as well as the jocund speaker, 
wen; <ln>wiir<l in an earthy enihrace. 

**Mr. (irahain never tires of referring to the amuse- 
ment he felt one day when he discovered mo punishing 
a refraetnry little relxil at school," explained Ix>is. 

" Vou might have extended the courtesy to him with 
gfKxl efreet," responded her companion, who was thor- 
oughly (lingusted. 

When the Fi>ort-loving young man again caught up to 
his friends, he thought it wiser to dispense with fun 
for the time, and fearing he might have offended the 
Doctor hy an imi)olite reference to his horse, — he never 
once Kusi)ected Lois had cause for offence, l>ecause the 
girls liked everything he did, anyway, — devoted him- 
8<,'lf to heing as agreeable as he could to that forgiving 
IKTFonago as long as ho could endure the slow travel- 
ling; and when he thought he had mended matters, 
said to the Doctor tliat likely tlicy would meet at Mrs. 
Ilunman's, since he had met Byron at a horse-race, 
where they had planned to "swap nags," and then gal- 
loped on out of sight. 

After that the Doctor drove on slowly as before, feel- 
ing that some fulfilment of his golden visions was 
complete with good little Lois there beside him, warm- 
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ing up his kindly old heart to a perfect Elysium of 
happiness. 

Remembering the fact afterward, he felt very thank- 
ful for the slight delay, for by prolonging that happy 
hour with her, he postponed for a little time a coming 
sorrow. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

TTIR FINAL RECKONING. 

8he mUkxI as iitanilii tho itrickcii deer, 
Caught midway in the fearful cliase. 

WurmzE. 

WiiKN Nita had reached the cabin slie called borae, 
twilight had hnig hinct; decjM'ned into night, — a night 
dark and rhili with houtli windH, which winged acroBS 
the frozen HunnnitH an<l grew cold as those aged moun- 
tain hrowH, hare and ghoHtly and faintly outlined liko 
B]M;ctr('H in the Htarlight. The winds came tearing 
down tho hciglitH, tossing among tho pine-tops, and 
roaring throiigli the gorges. Before it the moist at- 
moKphere of tlie Indian sunjmer-tide turned inky black 
and thick with storm-clouds that hanked up against 
the hills at)d left only glimpses of the serene heavens, 
alight with still, pale stars and a slender, silvery moon 
that H(M^med to shrink from the darkness beneath. 

Had Nita been the spirit of this wild gathering storm, 
she could not have se(;med more a part of it. Her dark, 
startled eyes looking wildly out from their jetty brows 
and lashes, her blanched cheek, and the dashing fierce- 
ness of her motions were all in harmony with the storuiy 
commotion around her. 

She sprang upon the porch with a bound, and burst 
into the dingy living-room which was but half lighted 
Y)y the glow of a small lamp. Her father and mother 
hud finished their supper, and were waiting rather un- 
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easily for the truant. Ab Nita began to eat the bowlful 
of bread and milk which had been left for her on the 
bare pine table, her father turned toward her, grum- 
bling, with his pipe in his mouth, and still cutting and 
crumbling the tobacco which he had been preparing to 
fill it, 

"Arrah there, Nita, you mind that you are not to stay 
so late. It 's a sorry way for the likes of you now, it 
is, do ye hear? " 

" The bell-cow got beyond the creek, and I could n't 
find her anyhow," she replied, timidly. 

" The bell-cow, is it now? I milked her meself be- 
fore dark." 

Nita shrank from his stem gaze, and laid down her 
spoon; then the tender heart of the father regained its 
usual sway. " Mind what I tells ye, girl," he added, 
in a gentler tone, " and come now and loight me pipe. 
It 's been a harud day fur yer old dad, an' he needs a 
comfort now." 

In truth, the idlers up at the mine had vexed his 
soul not a little. He could not find it in his heart to 
side with them against one whom he knew to be stanch 
and true to the highest principles of manhood, although 
he might not fully comprehend such a character. He 
had worked with Edward Dennett's father in the old 
mine years ago, when Edward was a school-boy, and 
he had known the lad from his youth. 

A man who possessed the cultivation and bearing of 
a gentlemen, and added to these the principles of jus- 
tice and truth, constituted his ideal of what a gentle- 
man should be. And Edward Dennett filled this as 
well as his father had before him. 
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" Bogorra, bojrs," ho had eaid to tho strikers, ^'a jin- 
tlcman whin ho 's a-l)088ing of a job don't want folks 
a-sinokin' and cuBsin' around now. Ye all know that, 
an' it 's divil a bit o' luck '11 come out o' this, I can tell 
yo." 

When Nita had reached homo so late, her disobe- 
dience had seemed a spice of insubordination and ob- 
stinacy like that of tho strikers which had tried him 
all day, and so tho voice that usually fell only in words 
of tenderness and praise upon Kita's ear now smote it 
with blame, which, though merited, rankled and stung 
in a heart already seething and heaving with angry 
passion, like tho fires beneath a volcanic crater. 

With the same set features and flashing, downcast 
eyes, she filled tho pipe, drawing it while she held the 
flickering match to the weed it contained, and blowing 
the wreaths of smoke from her mobile, cherry-colored 
lips in a manner that showed this to be a familiar 
duty. But surely her small, even teeth, as whito as 
purest pearls, boro witness that she had not yet fol- 
lowed her parent's example in the use of tobacco. The 
old man pulled off his boots meanwhile, and sat toast- 
ing his feet by the fire, and on receiving his pipe, 
smiled and chucked Nita pleasantly under the chin, 
and then relapsed into his dozing. As usual, her mother, 
a corpulent old Spanish woman, whose abundant hair 
of raven blackness, and still fine eyes, were all that 
remained of her former charms, reclined upon an old 
sofa covered with once brilliant but now soiled and 
faded chintz. She was indolent and luxurious like 
her Spanish ancestors, whom she so closely resembled 
in feature and disposition; and no fair sefiora, under 
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the lemon boughs of Seville, could have rolled her 
cigarette more coquettishly than did this drowsy old 
dame, merely from habit implanted by nature. 

Poor Nita was thus left alone to struggle with the 
furies which had taken possession of her breast. Me- 
chanically she washed the bowl that had contained 
her light supper, and poured fresh water into the basin 
for the watch-dogs. Then she walked restlessly about 
the rooms until her father went to bed, and her mother 
scowled upon her for the noise; so she slipped quietly 
out again into the darkness of the gloomy night, where 
the blasts beat against the house, and seemed to roll 
over the pine-tops, making them bow and shriek with 
far-off, unearthly voices that filled the gorges with their 
groans. 

Her heart was aching, notwithstanding the scorn and 
humiliation that maddened her. 

"False, false and cruel!" she moaned, ravelling 
out unconsciously her long, smooth braids, and hurry- 
ing through the woods fearlessly, half-blinded by her 
anguish. Back and forth she paced, her white face 
gleaming from the darkness that enfolded her, some- 
times bursting into sobs and wringing her hands with 
all the fierceness of the hot Spanish blood that made 
her a veritable harp of feeling, the music of which is 
pleasure or pain, and this was pain, — the pain of un- 
requited love, of remorse and self-humiliation, and of 
despair. 

Those sad, tender eyes, and forgiving, outstretched 
arms of her husband, had been more cruel than harsh 
upbraiding. ^^My poor, little, strayed lamb, I should 
not have left you/' he had said, in a voice tender as a 
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mothor'n, whilo sho leaned against a tall pine tmnk 
like some brilliant, Wnding lily that had found support 
by it8 rough sides. Iler hands had been elasped be- 
hind her, as if to make sure that he should not take 
them. Iler proud little head had been bent with 
shame, and her eheek as crimson as if the last 
fading rose of twilight emanated from its rounded 
Tel vet surface. IIc»r words of self-reproach and her 
backwardness he could not und(^rstand. To him these 
had been only manifestations of native coyness. And 
had he not In^en gone a long while? A child soon for- 
gets; true, she was more than a child, but to him she 
seemed only little more, and this shyness merely im- 
plied a renewal of their courtship. With a smile on 
his lips ho had approached as gently as if she had been 
a young bird. 

" I will take better care of you now, my little Nita; 
so just one kiss to show that you have not quite forgot- 
ten — " Ihit she had shrunk back, confounded and self- 
condemned by her own utter falseness. She knew that 
he thought her still the hopeful, joyous child-wife whom 
ho had left. 

In the fading twilight he had not seen that she was 
changed. Her regard for him had been but a child's 
gratitude, because he had pleased her with the promise 
of coveted toys. Now a grand passion had come to 
her life, making her a woman, — one that was full of 
the fire and fierceness of a tropic clime; and at this 
moment the deep, all-sweeping tide of this master pas- 
sion had been lashed to a storm of fury, dashing back 
from sunken rocks upon her poor, untried, and un- 
schooled soul, that was frenzied with the shock. 
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With a Bcream of terror she had fled, and disap- 
peared through the forests. No thought of the treas- 
ures he had promised, no memory of their vows, could 
bring calmness or relief. 

While wandering up and down, she recalled her hus- 
band's goodness and faithfulness to herself, until she 
sank down and leaned her cheek upon the dust, for 
shame that she did not merit, and could not reward, 
this noble devotion. Then came the thought of that 
other. She lived over again every scene connected 
with him, and recalling their first meeting, she 
writhed with the memory of the insult he had of- 
fered. Oh, how plainly could she see his perfidy and 
her own blindness! 

Revenge! This thought fired her brain with a new 
purpose. She knew how easily she could spill the life- 
blood of the wretch who had so ruthlessly broken her 
heart for idle pastime; and yet with a second's reflec- 
tion, her unperverted intuition taught her what an un- 
satisfying thing this revenge would prove. 

She, with her weak hand, might strike out his life; 
but when ho was gone, the same fierce agony which he 
had caused must forever wring her heart with pain, re- 
coiling upon herself, since there would be no object 
against which she could direct it. So she sanl^ down 
again. 

The reckoning hour with conscience had come, which 
all must know who leave the path of uprightness for 
that of evil. If she could survive this struggle, she 
must either repent, or become hardened and lost in the 
ways of sin. Who, bom and bred in these temples of 
nature, pillared with living shafts which €k)d had 
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raiBcd, and walled in with the eternal moantainfi, 
rould fori<akc hiH whole former life, and deliberately 
piirHUo Rtill, Hiiiid Kurh Hurnxindings, the treacherous 
iffnin fatnua in thtt HwainpM of Bin? Surely she could 
not. Hut victory h*ft her a hop<*le8B wreck, condemned 
by her own floul, ho hojM'h^HH and hrok<.'n tiiat she would 
not aripc from the earth, \i\ion which ahe lay prone, until 
Bhe had unHhenthed her little secret dagger and vowed 
to end her life. With a dash of the tragic, which 
always U^longs to a nature like hers, she bared her 
breast, and presHod the keen edge of the dagger to her 
burning, tlirobbing bosom. The chill of the atcel 
awakened a thought, and with the impulse she sprang 
up. '* He is good. I will go to him and beg his for- 
giveness, and then die and go to my (iod," she re- 
Eolved, and bounded away through the black forest 
like a young panther. 

The wind bhjw pharp and chill around her, but sho 
was uiieonpciouB of the cold; the brambles and bushes 
caught her long, diHhovollc'd hair, but sho tore it away 
from their gnarled, erackling fingers, heedless of the 
pain. She knew well wh<Te nho could find her hus- 
band, and the darkness hid not her jialh. It was down 
beyond the bushy swale, across the gorge, up the slope 
past th(} town, and th(;n down the sti^ej) road that wound 
into th(j (^afion. Sho knew the r(K)in ho would occupy 
in her brotiier-in-law*s house. A tap on tiie window 
would bring him out, and she would tell him all, and 
kneel before him for the forgiveness which she knew 
she would receive from a husband so loving and faith- 
ful, and — then the dagger. Sho clutched it tighter, to 
make sure of its safety. Ah I well she knew its keen 
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edge and glittering beauty! It was her mother's, and 
she had often thought it looked h'ke a willow leaf, long 
and slender, transformed to purest, brightest silver. 
And it should stay in her wicked heart and rust there 
till the judgment-day. She imagined this would be 
a sort of penance for her sin. As she was hastening 
along the slope, just north of the town, suddenly she 
stopped, and a strange, new terror took possession of 
her, freezing the blood in her veins, stiffening those 
swift, supple limbs, and making her wild midnight 
eyes stony with amazement. 

She stood petrified, as if she could never move from 
the spot, while her burning brain comprehended every 
detail of the sight upon which her gaze was riveted. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE FADING DREAM. 

Am fmdes tbo lamincms carmine of tho dawn 
To eyes that gaze on life's turmoil and strife^ 

80 fades the dream of love, bright, hearen-bom. 
Dragged to the level of a common life. 

Stleded. 

After their visit to the hoepitul was over, Lois and 
the Doctor drove up to Mrs. Ilunman's, but there was 
DO answer to their repeated rings. "Everybody seems 
to \)c out," said the Doctor, looking at his watch. "And 
yet this is one of the days when I am expected, and we 
are not too early, either. O, I have guessed it now. 
Perhaps Mrs. Hunman is at the back of the house 
superintending her weekly washing, for this is Mon- 
day, and Mr. Ilunman, who generally attends to it, 
complained of a toothache on my last visit, and quite 
likely is not able to do it to-day." 

He had scarcely finished speaking when Horace 
Graham, Jr., came up the walk, a mischievous smile 
l>reaking over his face as he comprehended the situa- 
tion. "What's up?" he called. ** Have they locked 
you out? You will have to go without your dinner 
now, sure; but never mind, since your appetites are not 
likely to be extra good, anyway. You^W both do, I 
guess, if you don't get any. But just think of poor me 
going plumb to starvation. I could eat snails, I 'm so 
hungry already." 
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Lois faced him with a look that was very severo to 
come from eyes so charmingly blue and merry as hers, 

" Well, you won^t have to starve, until I investigate 
further," said the good old Doctor, venturing around 
through the luxuriant garden toward the back of the 
liouse. Ahl I have found some one," he said, looking 
around and beckoning for the others to follow him. 
" See how accurately I can guess," he added. 

"You have already had an example of how export / 
am at that," said Horace, as they joined the Doctor. 

It was wash-day at the Hunman residence, sure 
enough. The shady back yard had boon converted 
into a laundry, and tubs of snowy clothes, pails of blu- 
ing, and pans of starch stood hero and there about tho 
terraced steps leading down from the hot, steaming 
kitchen ; while under a leafy tree, in the deepest shadow, 
Nettie was at work in the milky suds, busily rubl>ing 
up and down, unconscious of intruders. She mmU* a 
sweet little picture there, facing a hedge of flowering 
pease growing up through a mass of low cixrratii'hunhm. 
It was just the proper *«etting (or such a girl as sli<i, — ^ 
a place where she could use up her superfluous iempeff 
and seem quite docile and even pretty, with her eool^ 
light dress fastened loosely about her neck, wliere stray, 
dump locks curled up bewitcbingly in little rings, and 
lier plump, dimpled arms blushing pinkly through tba 
foamy suds. There was a suggestion of robust health 
in her bright, red cheeks and in the pale, gold freckles 
that seemed to be showering down from the sunshiny 
sky through the shadowy branches above her in tiny 
specks of light, over bee and n^eck aj[id arms alike. 

She looked up suddenly bom her work and saw tb« 
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Doctor coming through the hollyhocks, followed bj flia 
othorR, nnc] her quick, round eyes did not fail to notice 
that I^iH was l)o}n(ul him. She bowed and looked at 
them with ii hout face. 

** You must n't come around into people's back yards 
unless you expect to find them in uncomfortable plight, 
and take your share of suds/' she said, with a decided 
vim in her tone. 

" She is n't going to throw any, is she? " asked Hor- 
ace, affectedly, of Ix)is. 

" Is your grandma at home?" asked the Doctor. 

"Certainly. Am I not out here scrubbing away 
alone because she had to be in-doors fixing dinner for 
you? You see our wash-woman could not come to- 
day, and grandma and I have had to manage with the 
work ourselves. So we are late," she said, her voice 
softening a little, and her eyes glancing slyly toward 
Horace. 

" But no one answered our ring at the front door," 
said Dr. Knapp. ** That is why I came around here." 

**ThereI I know wliy she didn't hear it; of course 
she 's asleep. Grandpa kept the whole house up last 
night with his toothache." 

"Well, don't disturb her, then," said the Doctor, 
considerately. " We will sit down here in the garden 
till she wakes." 

" Observe me obeying the governor's decision imme- 
diately," said Horace, perching himself upon the end 
of a box, and throwing pebbles at a hen. 

"O yes, I must," said Nettie. "Why, she would 
scold me if I did n't wake her "; so she told them to go 
around to the front door and she would be there to 
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receive them. Horace rose and kicked over the box 
that had served him, looking back at Nettie as they 
walked away, and in a tone that was intended to be 
low, but which sounded gratingly harsh on the still- 
ness, said to the Doctor, " Is n't she a little savage? " 

When good-natured Mrs. Hunman received her 
visitors, she was instantly reminded of Mrs. Piatt's 
instructions, and resolved to perform them faithfully. 

Horace, who was a stranger to the family, but who 
had struck up a wonderful friendship with Byron on 
a remarkably short acquaintance, remained to dinner, 
and rather put a restraint on the good old lady's inten- 
tions. But after the meal, when the young men went 
out to **swap nags," she opened the subject in solid 
earnest. 

"Well, Doctor," she began, "I suppose you find 
these hot days rather uncomfortable, now that you are 
getting a little old?" 

*• Yes," said the Doctor, passing his hand through 
his hair when reminded of its gray threads, — "yes, I 
do find the heat somewhat unpleasant." 

But Mrs. Hunman did not intend to allow him to 
ignore her reference to his age in that way. 

" When a person 's not overly young," she said, 
"they don't stand a very good chance to get along 
well. They can't put up with the warm weather as 
comfortably as when they were young, nor get through 
the world so good in anything; and particularly, they 
don't have such a good show in matrimony." 

Lois blushed, and the Doctor grew nervous, and 
pulled out his handkerchief to wipe his forehead, bat 
he was fortunate enough to think of a reply. 
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"You are right, Mrs. Ilunman/' he said. "Age 
ro1>B ono of \i\h iM^st forccB, but it adde ezperienoe to 
iiiako up a littU* for the deficiency.'' 

"SreniH t<» UR\ DiK^tor," she continued, "You ought 
to In? thinking of g«'tting married yourself, before you 
get po old you can't find anybody to have you. Why 

don't you tliink alxnit it? " 

* 

Tht* IKM'tor hK>ked uh if lie had received a blow. His 
feelingH were ho 8enriitivo and delicate that anything 
proKcnted bo bluntly as Mrs. llunnian's volunteered 
advice Hoenicd to him incomparably coarse and shock- 
ing. He gn!W v(Ty rr<l over it, but notwithstanding 
luH UKual embarrassment in such positions, he managed 
to think of something that would tend to put an end 
to tlu» converHution on this subject, lie said, " Your 
idea may \h) worthy of consideration, Mrs. Ilunman, but 
that iH a matUT I do not care to discuss publicly." 

*'Wrll, well," said the innocent old lady laughing, 
"theidra occurn'd In'cause you and your friend here 
hM>k HO iii(*e together." She was determined not to be 
])Ut ofT without Haying it in Home way. 

*' It HeeniH to 7/j^," interi^sed Lois, pleasantly, but not 
without tumultuous feelings because of the reference to 
herself, ** that such ideas Hhould not enter your mind 
unless thev also enter the minds of those concerned. 
They may not always he entirely welcome, Mrs. Hun- 
man." She added that last sentence for the Doctor's 
sake, knowing that his native gallantry would prevent 
him from giving such a hint, feeling its necessity, and 
yet believing that he would wish it said. 

Still that last sentence crushed all the romantic 
hopes the Doctor cherished, it dissolved a thousand 
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little pictures ho had drefimed of, and it quenched the 
sunshine out of an otherwise dull and rayless future J 
but he sat without a treraor, and went on gravely with 
the conversation that followed, in the face of a deadly 
pain. 

It did not add to his comfort that Nettie was on the 
war-path that day, and went around sulkily watching 
her chance to do or say something to annoy Lois. But 
the latter young lady was not in the least discomposed. 
She talked away as cheerily as ever; insisted on being 
allowed to try some remedy to relieve Mr. Hunman, 
inspired the Doctor to suggest heated charcoal held in 
the mouth, till finally the poor old njan, who had been 
raving around with a handkerchief on his head and the 
tears streaming down a puffed cheek, declared that his 
pain was so much eased that he could get a little sleep. 

Then Lois began to talk with Mrs. Hunman of the 
flowers in the old garden, about planting and watering 
and trimming, and finally mentioned the thorny bush 
of pink roses that grew beside the walk where she and 
the Doctor had stopped on their first visit for some 
flowers, and she had so sweetly offered to mend his 
torn glove. Many a time since then had he paused 
reverently by it, to recall its happy associations, or to 
gather a leaf in remembrance of them. Now it had all 
changed to bitterness. 

lie could no longer endure to stay and hear Lois talk 
so lightly, her eyes glistening with brightness, while 
his were strangely clouded with something he coiild not 
quite explain, and hardly dared to try. So he i 
refuge in the garden. Alas I this too but 
blissfal day of spring, when all th 
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filh'd with dolicioufi, frcBh young IcaTM, when perfames 
floated ov(T thrill in the drowsy breath of mignonetta 
and roscH, and the hreozcs brought something of that 
oldt*n ppc'li on thrir cooling wings, from the far-off 
iiiyHtcricR of tlie hillH and the drooping skiea^ that had 
cant a tinge of rosy hoi)e over all his life. 

lUit an \ui pat there among the broad, dark leaves 
watching the HiK)t8 of 6unl)eamB light up with quiver- 
ing Hplendor the covering of dried and scentless g^rasses 
iindfTfoot, and liptcning to the faint, high hissing of a 
bee Honiewhere among the apple-boughs, a great peace 
RWept through his heart, and opened his blinded eyes 
to a wisdom that brought him comfort and tran- 
quillity. He gave up, not without a lingering and 
Forrowful regret, all those strange, sweet dreams that 
had made his future promise the belated blossoms of 
life's spring; he gave up many a hope that had wrapped 
such halos of transcendent light and beauty over all 
the coming scenes of his existence, and he accepted the 
calm, familiar way again, — a way that seemed to him 
now very blank and purposeless, very destitute of life's 
choicest, sweetest riches. Fate had lifted him up and 
had giv(jn liim a glimpse, through the rifted clouds of 
life's dull sky, of the radiant glory of Love's paradise, 
but she had cast him down so far below the plane of 
that fair land that he could never hope to walk again 
upon its hallowed ground. And yet one consolation 
remained for all his blighted hopes, — poor and meagre 
though it might have been to others, — the memory 
that the object of his love was still left to him, with 
every charm she had held for his heart, preserved in 
all its former beauty. To a younger man, unschooled 
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to disappointments and griefs, this might have been 
only an aggravation to a bruised and wounded heart. 
But the Doctor had not won his silvery locks for naught. 
The fresh enthusiasm of his youth had not been blunted, 
the glowing fires of his early hopes had not been cooled, 
without having left a power as potent in their stead, 
lie had known sorrow, he had borne defeat, he had 
seen the best ideals of life perish, and he could bear 
his grief and take the blessing left to him with a thank- 
ful heart, knowing well how many of life's joys change 
only into gall and bitterness. 

And there in the old garden, on the grave of his 
buried happiness, in the face of a future darkened into 
midnight, he made a resolve to guard through all the 
vicissitudes of her way the gentle girl who had taught 
his heart to feel such love. 

But the world's irreverence broke on his melancholy 
hour, loth to grant him even the respite of solitude, for 
Nettie, catching a glimpse of him sitting under the trees 
60 thoughtfully and idle, called to him to come and see 
her new pets. 

In a dazed way he went to her, and she, perceiving 
her advantage of having caught him in a reckless 
mood, ordered him to hold the basket for her while she 
hung out the clothes, before she rewarded him with a 
sight of her pet puppies, and he complied as if he knew 
not what he did. Horace coming from the stables 
saw him, and rushed in to get Lois to view the ^^ great 
sights " out in the back garden. Little knowing what 
his object was, she went. 

'^ Is n't that a picture of prospective domestio joy?'' 
he asked, pointing through the hollyhocks. 
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'M> ym, like enough, if he don't have to go back a 
dozen lini«*fl nflcr he gets fttarted, to trade dogs." 

L:iiigh UK h\w might nt tliis absurd picture, it nefn*- 
thilt-FK luiuh* nn iiiiprrsKion on h<*r mind. She thought 
it ^(':l^'('ly brroniing in tlie Doctor to humor and babj 
MK-h :i huury nn<l (liFagn*<*:i1ile girl as Nettie aeemed to 
Ix*. lit tlio f'X|»<*nHi* (if hiH own dignity. He not only 
t(Nik no ofTiMico at Ikt inipudrnoc, hut he excused it to 
HiH'h an extent that lie waH willing to sacrifico some of 
hiM ^(nhI HeiiKc to gratify Ikt whims. It was something 
nlie eoulti not understand, something that she could not 
reHfM'et in him, and hence she could not forgive him. 

To the I>o<*tor, Nettie was a high-tempered, spoiled 
girl, whose natural infirmities were grieTousljr aggra- 
vated l>y her eircunistances. People liked too well the 
fun of He<'ing her anger kindled to desist for her sake; 
and M) the Doi'tor's patience and consideration with her 
had won for him the truest friendship she was capable 
of fi^iving, aiul showed him many innocent hopes that 
she eherished, many aflcctionatc little touches to her 
i'haracter, that quite redeemed her from the unloveliness 
that wH'nu'd all-pervading to others. 

]>ut IaAh was still further surprised that day by some- 
thing that put a dipquictude into her cheerful heart, 
and ruined a douht in her conHcientious mind whether 
her duty really lay in the path she was following, — 
whether it would not he productive in the end of evil 
instead of gcKxl to her fellow-beings. It happened in 
this wine: the Doc^tor, who Imd another visit to make at 
the hospital, went away before Lois, and she told him 
that she preferred to walk from Mrs. Ilunman's, and 
then he would not be delayed by the extra time it 
would take to drive back for her. 
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After she had left the house she discovered that she 
had forgotten her parasol, and went back to get it. She 
entered the garden at the side gate where the Doctor 
usually hitched his horse, and passed along the well- 
beaten path that led through an arbor to the house. 
When she reached the arbor she became aware of a 
commotion between Nettie and her Uncle Byron on the 
back steps. Loud sounds issued from Nettie, tearful, 
angry exclamations, and protestations against his ill 
treatment of her weakness. 

*' I don't care I " Lois heard, the voice weakened by 
tears and broken by sobs; " you 'd feel bad too if you 
had to stand it as I do. I just hate herl I hate herl 
She 's a mean — '' 

"She's a mean thing, — there I" came a high voice 
in imitation of the first. 

" She 's just got the Doctor so he don't like his little 
girl any more. She rides around in his cart all she 
wants to, and he never lets me have it now, — bool hool 
— to take Minnie Crane out riding, — bool hool She 'a 
done it all, I know. I can see he likes her the best, and 
I can't have any more rides, — bool hool You get 
away! I hate you tool I don't like anybody in the 
world but grandpa and Dr. Knapp." 

Ix)is fled, forgetful of parasol and everything else in 
her desire to get out of hearing of that voice. She was 
so surprised and troubled that she accused herself of 
injustice to this ix)or little wayward girl she had just 
overheard bewailing her unhappiness; and then came 
the justification of her own conscience that acquitted 
her on the ground of ignorance of the true state of things; 
and lastly, the resolve to be no longer a source of pain 
to others. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE FIRE. 

Fierce u the tyranny cif ftrc; it npringe from » lowlj birth-plice 
on the ground, bat rtaea to high heaven, and baim omt %*mk the fide- 
lew glory of tlie etan. — Srlrctftt, 

Vagveily n» in a dro.ini Edward Dennett remem- 
borod tho^c terrible moments that succeeded his Bud* 
don awukening, — liow he had madly started up with 
the loud cry of *'Fircl firel" ringing wildly and long 
over tlie pleeping town; how in his hasty flight past the 
mill lie liad stumbled over the prostrate form of the 
unfaithful, slumliering watchman; how dim figures be- 
gan to ni)[)car moving about liewilderingly rapid in the 
FtroetH K'low, lighted to a dim twilight by the white 
glow overhead and the dull red reflection from the 
blazing forests. Still the wild alarm of "Fire! fire!" 
reached far and loud into the surroundings cafions, 
and came back above the distant murmur of excited 
voices in faint, despairing echoes, " Firel fire! " Out of 
a eolumn of sooty smoke and kindling flame the white 
front of the ])ig hotel seemed to totter in the wind- 
swayed wrcat})8 about it; one corner of it was crowned 
with curling spikes of fire, that licked along the roof 
and lurked in fitful gleams around the eaves, lighting 
up tlie windows just below into momentary sheets of 
flashing brightness. 

He gained the broad veranda where the carved pil- 
lars shone red in the warm reflection from the burning 
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woods, and opening wide the heavy hall door, shouted 
up the dark stairways in a voice that seemed to rend 
the very roof in its resounding vibrations, "Quick! 
Firel firel fire!" Who of all those slumberers realized 
the meaning of these words, as they awakened from 
sound and restful sleep, and staggering along through 
the densely dark passage-ways, jostled against each 
other in nameless terrorl Somewhere there was fire, 
— from some devouring flame came the stifling cloud 
of smoke that filled the air, and some one's warning 
voice was sounding loud and awful from below. On 
the broad, crowded stairway, ringing with the voices of 
that wild procession, a dark form leaped from step to 
step, and sprang past like lightning to the landing 
above. It was Edward Dennett. And now the secret 
he had guarded so carefully against all gossiping 
tongues and irreverent curiosity was an open one. 
And yet what cared he, or even they who heard, in 
that terrible hour? Who even wondered that he called 
" Mabel!" in a clear, deep voice that was full of tender- 
ness as well as strength? — who save one white-faced 
girl hastening down and out into the night? 

" O fool! fool! " she whispered to herself. " It is all 
over. She will hear, and then she will know as I now 
do! I 'd rather die than see her happiness with him!" 
she murmured, with a groan that was half a hiss, and 
turning rushed with swift step back into tlie burning 
building. In the deep darkness behind the stairs she 
stood, thinking madly of her own defeat, of the bitter- 
ness that life held in store for her, firm in her resolve 
to die. But when the thick fumes of smoke began to 
stifle her, and a dull red glow fell on the white walls 
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arounrl. tri*iiiMingly hIio pictured her own frail form 
claHfH'd in tin; destroying grapp of the fire, and her 
dchiHTatc rcFolvc grrw luore and more terrible as she 
tliou^Mit of it. " Oil no! no! I niUHt not wait here till 
nlnM>^t too liitf, and then come out maiiued and scarred 
for lifr*/' fIio H.iid. *' I^t her have him! My lot can* 
not Ixf Hucli a minery that I should prefer this"; and 
gallicring up li<*r long wliitc robe, she hastened out 
again into the liot winds that fanned the roaring 
ilanu-H. *' 1 M lMtt«?r even take (ioorge Brooklyn," she 
whis]>ered half aloud, while gliding through the ve- 
randa, rrowded with half a dozen stalwart men huriy- 
ing out with a hilliard-table. One of them turned 
roiiglily to HOC who jostled him, but beholding a slen- 
der girl, her white gown tinted crimson in the glare, 
and her long, shadowy waves of auburn hair floating 
out like a rloak around her, ho said kindly, *''' Stand in 
that latti(*o, miss, until we get this down the steps. 
You will l>e out of the way, and will not get hurt 
then*.'' 

Nellie nhrank back into the latticed end of the 
veranria, whore the bright gleams of the fire shone 
through the clustering leaves and fell in tiny moons 
upon the floor. She waited with tremulous fear while 
the men carried their heavy burden down, when a light 
touch on her shoulder warned her that she was not 
alone. Turning she saw Nita's dark oval face illu- 
minated in the weird, checkered light. "Are they all 
out?" asked the girl in a low, frightened voice, — "all? 
— Mabel and her aunt and the tall young man, Ned 
Dennett, from the mill, — and — and George, is he out, 
too? Say," she added in a whisper, "I thought I heard 
you speak his name just now. Are you sure he is out?'' 
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"I cannot tell," said Nellie petulantly. "How do 
/know?" and hastening away, she thought she heard 
the low, pleading voice following her, but when she 
reached the foot of the steps she found that she was 
all alone. " T will be calm," she thought, as she paused 
a moment there. "No one shall ever know what I 
must bear this night," 

A group of excited people formed a semi-circle out 
in front of the hotel, looking anxiously up at the smok- 
ing roof, while men were running out with boxes and 
trunks, with bundles of papers and articles of furniture, 
and depositing them in the nearest place of safety. 

The handsome, swarthy Englishman who owned the 
hotel, hatless and in half-undress, stood in the rich 
lustre of the light, with the scorching breath from the 
woods blowing through his dark, glossy hair, and fan- 
ning his hot face beaded over with great drops of per- 
spiration, while he shouted to the men to come away, 
— the rest must burn. 

•Along the brilliant pathway Nellie went, looking 
bewildered toward the assembled forms before her, 
and vaguely wondering if any of her friends were there. 

Yes, there was Mr. Sevenoakes, beating a hasty 
retreat toward the mill, and his dainty wife leaning 
half-fainting in the arms of her friend; there was 
George Brooklyn, and Mabel too, coming toward her 
with outstretched arms and tearful eyes. " Oh, Nellie, 
Nellie!" she cried, "thank heaven you are safe, and 
Aunt Cynthia tool Here they come! Seel Mr. Dennett 
is almost carrying herl Perhaps she has fainted. We 
could not get her to leave the room, for something 
troubled her. But he has made her come at last." 
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''IluphI Don't make a Bccnc lierol'' said Nellie^ 
cchiily hhru(;^iiig her Fhoulders and tosaing back her 
liuir. *' Voii are talking too loud. People will rcmem- 
Ikt nil ridiculous iK-havior after this thing is over. For 
iiiVFrlf, I think it (juite romantic to take part in such 
a 8(*ene, — it will make a fine suhject for future recital 
to (-ntran€*('d lieanrtji. In five minutes my upset nerves 
W4Te Hteadied, and I am as unconcerned now as if aU 
thiH was only a play. The only thing I object to is 
the costume. It is rather too scant for comfort 
Th4)U);h (low be it saidi) ]M;rhaps I should be glad of 
ixn o]>iM>rtunity for the novel experience of appearing 
in it; Wm mot^t uncomfortable thing about it being that 
1 pliall have to wear some unbecoming, old-fashioned 
travelling-dress home, for both my trunks aro adding 
to that blazing pile l>eforo us. Ahl you took time to 
don a niorning gown, I see, you piece of vanity, though 
the last hour threatened to claim vou." 

*' Nellie, Nellie! " said Mabel, starting away uncon- 
scious of the words last spoken. **Come, let us see 
Aunt (Vnthia, — if we can do anything to comfort ber." 
lUit Nellie drew back, and let Mabel go alone to the 
])lace where, on the warm, grassy earth, out of danger 
of the fire, Edward Dennett tenderly laid his burden 
down. In the lurid light Nellie stood, tall, emotionless, 
like a statue, with no sign to attest her troubled spirit 
excci)t her cold eyes flashing disdainfully as she watched 
Mabel and Kdward Dennett moving to and fro around 
Mrs. Willis in the fitful shadows that vanished when 
6on)e blazing bough shot up a momentary pinnacle of 
fire, and came hastening back again when the bright 
glare melted into the steady glow from the woods. Not 
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even her best, most exalted feelings could equal the 
natural innocence of that gentle girl on whom she 
looked so scornfully. She had no conception of Mabel's 
self-forgetting goodness, and so she only thought of her 
rivaPs exultant heart, and of her own defeated, bitter 
hopes. Not for the world would she turn her eyes away, 
though what she saw might kill her on the spot. Like 
some majestic savage queen she watched it all, im- 
movable in her unspeakable anger, her bright eyes dark 
with distended pupils, and her white face transfigured 
into something magnificent in its marble pallor, if not 
beautiful in its self-extinguishing determination. 

It was the supreme moment of her life, — not a mo- 
ment when by some self-sacrificing act she had achieved 
great good and happiness to her fellow-beings, but a 
time when all the sentiment, the afiection of her heart, 
perished at one stroke, and left instead a raging, crying 
bitterness, which she was striving with all her strength 
and pride to stifie and conceal. 

There is something very sad in the utter extinguish- 
ment of the light that kindles the higher feelings of the 
heart. And what wonder that Nellie, selfish, ambitious, 
vain, in the hour when all that higher brightness was 
shut away, having none of her own to supply her empty 
soul, should unconsciously feel shame for her poverty, 
and summon all her pride to hide it. But she suc- 
ceeded. Her face expressed no suggestion of what she 
felt when she saw Edward glance tenderly back at 
Mabel as he prepared to go, though it shot a poisoned 
dagger into her heart while she looked upon the picture. 

But she saw in the next moment the strong, brave 
man outlined against the burning buildingSi like the 
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figure of ftomo valiant Spartan of old. She saw his fiM^ 
it wax young An<l liandsoine, and the broad, smooCh 
brow, with tliu ihmip, bright waves of hair above it, 
giving courage hy its own serenity; and she saw him 
raino hif* hainlri in warning as ho said, above the din of 
lauK'nting vt>ici'H, ** Stand backl stand back I There's 
(hingtr h<*rc! " A nilcnce full as the semi-circle quickly 
wiilcntMl, and then hIic saw him pointing to the broad 
roof rovi'riHl with a crown of flames, from which black 
fragUKMits of roofing were caught up into the sportiDg 
jrtH of firt* and snioko, and fell again like starry brands 
from heaven. 

Seareely lialf an liour had passed since awakening 
from that happy dream, and now Edward stood in 
the iK.'art of a fiery scene that painted with its awful 
ileva.Mtation the liuus of the infernal regions over the 
placid, lovely face of nature. 

Tlut tliiek pine woods to the north of the hotel wen 
hot and ilarkly red in a great threatening crescent 
around the little town, while crackling, sweaty boughs 
each moment broke loose from some glowing, flame- 
wrapjKul tree, and pent charry, fire-gemmed logs rolling 
in clouds of smoke down the slopes into the dry wild 
grasses, kindling afresh the clement of destruction. 
Where on the gently rising hill the Royal Regina had 
proudly overlooked the clustering homes and the mill 
in the vale below, huge masses of fire roared and 
gulped with ravenous fury, and great, bloody, smoke- 
tipiKjd forks of flame shot high into the starry zenith. 
The air was filled with hot, suiTocating blasts like the 
breath from a furnace, and the wild oats, growing high 
in the sheltered nooks down by the mill, rustled and 
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crackled with each Btifling wave, as if in emulous 
admiration of the raging carnival of terror. Edward 
paused but a moment in that broad pavilion of light. 
The next he was calling to the dazed and wondering 
crowds to hasten toward the edge of the woods and 
fight to save the town; and then he started away with 
swift step toward the mill. 

Most of the men, awakened to their senses, hurried 
off in the direction of the burning rim of flame around 
the camp, where already scores of dark figures were 
outlined against the shining wall that leaped and 
roared and drove them steadily back. 

Nellie, standing by George, in the richest glory of 
the flames, glanced shyly up at him, with eyes that 
twinkled through their long lashes, and illuminated a 
face otherwise as firm and set as marble. No one who 
looked upon her would know that at that moment the 
ruin and desolation about her had no place in her 
thoughts; nor could they see the remotest sign of the 
tuumlt of bitterness that held sway in her heart. 
With a self-control almost supernatural she stood, and 
with piercing eye that struck terror to the cowardly 
man beside her, she looked him through and through, 
and made him feel as if he would gladly have fallen 
upon his knees and confessed his sins to her if she 
would only release him from that all-comprehending 
gaze. 

Where now were all his fascinating arts? The 
ready smile that sometimes concealed his trifling sneer 
of self-felt superiority? The earnest glances pf his 
fine dark eyes, and the tranquillity pf his broad, white 
forehead? He remained motionless, with head half 
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l>owr(l, {loworloftfl in that hour when all his litfla pr^ 
tciifTH )m* knew woiiM fail of their effect, — sneaking; 

*' For liriivrirH Hako, Nrllic, what are you looking at 
ni(* likf* that for?" ho hroko out at last ^ Is n't there 
anything rlni* ft>r you to do? " 

'' I waM yii*i tliinkiiifr," nho auBwered, deliberately 
TiwaHiiriii}^ fa<']i wonl, and Btill looking at him through 
luT lonp. (lark lanhrp, — ''just wondering how it hap- 
|N'nrf] tliat you nianngod to got all dressed on such 
short noticf, ■ - oven to your nocktie; and yet you did n't 
stop to wasl) your hands. They are very black £sr a 
gentleman liko you, Sir George.'' 

" 1 'v(; lioon fighting the fire," ho answered, hmriedly, 
and striving vainly in his confusion to think of some- 
thing olso to Hay. 

**Tlion why did n't you continue in your good work?" 
fIio cpiestioned, without allowing bimt>nc moment's re- 
lief from her merciless stare. 

** I was l<K)king for that Spanish girl, — Logan's 
daugliter, -— Nita, you know. Have you seen her?" 

"(), never min<l her. She is hiding around some- 
when*, I presume, n^idy to ppring on me from some 
covert place beeauBO I 'm talking to you. I guess I 
don't want to risk such a fato, so you'd better go back 
to yonr former oecupation," she added, shrugging her 
shouhlers, hut without moving her eyes. "You're a 
tropical sunbeam, and needn't mind the heat. You 
were born for such. In the next world you '11 be sure 
to inhabit the equatorial regions, where water boils in 
the shade. So go along and help fight. Your garb 
might excite some one else's surprise, my friend, and 
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then the question would be raised as to the origin of 
the—" 

*' I guess you '11 find I 'ra not the only one in a sur- 
prising costume for a midnight fire. Dennett 's out in 
a well-iinished toilet; maybe he 41 have to answer for 
that, and some other things besides"; and George 
turned to go, but Nellie followed him a step or so, 
saying in a shrill, sharp whisper close to his ear, still 
looking stonily into his downcast face, "Well may you 
say that, you wretched fool I You need n't suppose I do 
not know that your evil-doing, your headstrong, fool- 
hardy wickedness, has brought ruin to all of us now. I 
only live for my revenge, and 1 41 have it too; for this 
work of yours is not wholly unknown. Find the Span- 
ish girl, indeed I I shall find her, too, and get that secret 
which troubles you now." 

George, hastening down the slope with Nellie's words 
burning in his brain, espied a group of men by the mill, 
and among them Mr. Sevenoakes. More from instinct 
than reason he hastened to one whom he counted as a 
friend in his hour of misery, but Edward Dennett, run- 
ning up from the other side, rather spoiled the effect of 
his arrival. 

" What 's to be done, Dennett? " said the little man 
wildly. In the great crises of life some trifling inci- 
dent often absorbs all our thoughts for a moment, and 
impresses itself upon our memories as inseparably asso- 
ciated with events of such awful magnitude we can- 
not at first comprehend them. And so Edward could 
not help thinking how natural it was that this little 
Sevenoakes, so self-sufficient, so fine, so imperturbable 
in his hours of repose, should be utterly resourceless 
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and (]oi)ond<*nt in liiR time of need. Even in that ex- 
citing nioniorit liin hurri<*dly donned coat set withont a 
wrinkl<', a nilk liandkcrcliii'f nOioviKl the bareness of 
liis nock, and \\\r fitful ^lory of the firo played on his 
gl(»88y, PiK>tlcs8 hhirt-l>osoin. ]>ut his face was a slndy 
of d<'8[iair and appt'aling liclplcsBness. "The mill will 
go if wc don't do Honirthing quick to keep that back/' 
he (Tied, i>oii)ting to the wind-driven deluge of fire that 
was coming toward thorn. " Can't wc get up a little 
foHMj to figlit it out of tlio grass? ■' 

"It would do no good," 6ai<l Edward, hurriedly; 
" thoy could never make any headway against such 
odds. I wont across the creek to look at the old hose 
wc once used to work the j>lacer8, up the gulch. I 
must have help in fastening it to the main water-pipe. 
Ciet others to bring the thing over. Some one come 
witli me "; an<l he ran up the elope, following the course 
of the great iron pij^ that brouglit water from a spring 
high up tlie hill baek of the hotel to supply the mill 
and the town witli water jmrer and clearer than the 
creek could furnish. George hurried after him. It 
was but a little way to the outskirts of that grove near 
the hotel. "We must begin here," said Edward, paus- 
ing a moment, and glancing around to see whose foot- 
step sounded behind him througli the crackling grass. 
His face jnetured his di8api)ointment when he saw who 
followed, but he went on examining quickly the joints 
of the pipe, and venturing as near as he dared to the 
place where it entered the burning wood. "This is the 
only salvation for the mill," he said to George, dropping 
on one kueo and looking critically at a place where a 
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Email streaiu of water trickled along the ground. '^ The 
wind Ib bo high that while we are fighting the regular 
advance line of the fire the Bparke and rolling logs will 
kindle the grass in a dozen different places ahead of us. 
We must stop the danger from this source by setting 
the stream from the hose on the nearest of these trees, 
and getting the fire under control in this direction. 
Then the ground can be flooded all over the slope, 
which will give us time to turn a shower on the roof of 
the mill without fear from the burning grass. Wo had 
best put the hose on right here." He looked around 
as he spoke, to see if the men were bringing it yet. In 
the briglit light he saw their figures distinctly down by 
the mill, so lifting the leaking pipe, he placed a piece of 
loose timber which George handed him under it for a 
support, and started ofi' to assist the men dragging the 
heavy hose up the hill, Mr. Sevenoakes, daintily hold- 
ing on to the nozzle and shouting for greater haste, 
bringing up the rear. 

George was alone up there by the water-pipe. The 
issues of deliverance or destruction were in his power. 
For a moment a blind dizziness seized him, and the 
whirling, sparkling woods grew dim and indistinct to 
his fading vision. Then through it all rose up Nellie's 
white face with its relentless stare, that seemed to pene- 
trate his inmost soul, and her last low words to him 
blended with the hiss and roar of the fire. He started 
as if goaded to madness by the remembrance of it; and 
then with a swift glance at the men ascending the hill 
with bended heads, he darted forward, picking his way 
with care under the kindling branches, where the pipe 
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lay. An avcnuo down throngh the trees he found, lead- 
ing undor phowTrs of pp:irks and dropping twigs to the 
dry Ik'cI of tlio Ftn*aiii coming down from the hilltop, 
ar'ro^H which tlio \}\\y* wan Ptn*tchcd. Just on tho other 
side it was lost in tho undcrhrush, then converted into 
one mass of steady, all-consuniing flame. 

Standing on the har.k jiint a1>ovc the place where the 
pipe crossed tho stroam-hod, CJcorgo loosened a huge 
round stone jutting out of tlie hank, and turning his 
face away to av(»id tlic Fcorching hroath of the burning 
hunlies, ho hurlod it with all his strength against the 
pilK^ The same instant a ])Iast of water struck him 
full on tho side of his faro, blinding him with its hot 
flood, and causing him to fall headlong across the 
steaming pifx,' into the Mazing grass beneath. With a 
smothered outcry ho regained his feet, while the whirl- 
ing scenes around him came slowly hack to his stunned 
senses. Tho water-pipe was sending up tall, crystal 
jets, on which the light i)layed in fitful twinkles as they 
broke into sparkling sprays, and fdi to the blazing 
ground and over tho hissing pipe. The trees that had 
tottered and swum before his eves stood still and held 
out black, sliiny, charred arms against the blacker 
background of sky, and in the dry creek-bed the water 
was forming little dark pools and rivulets between the 
stained rocks. 

Dazed, maddened with pain, he plunged through the 
woods and reached the clearing, unseen by the crowd 
of men vainly striving to get a full volume of water 
out of the broken pipe. Where should he go? What 
would he do, with his guilty face unsightly from those 
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torturing bums? Passing down the slope, he saw still 
the same group standing with wild faces upturned tow- 
ard the burning hotel, the roof of which shot up each 
moment higher and more awful banners of fire. If he 
could only see Knowles, amid the sea of faces that 
swum and swayed before his bloodshot eyes! In vain 
he looked, but at length he caught sight of Mabel and 
her aunt, a little out of the thickest crowd. Rushing 
across the brilliant scene, he tried to call to Mabel, but 
ere he could make himself heard, a smothered chorus 
of cries broke from the assembled throng. He stood 
spellbound, gazing at the awful picture before him. On 
the hotel balcony, framed with a mass of devouring firo 
which threatened every moment to let its forked, smoke* 
tipped tongues lick up the frail morsel of humanity, 
stood Nita, the wind blowing her thick hair about her 
shapely head, her arms outstretched, and her dark face 
grandly beautiful in its speechless agony of fear. Then 
looking upward to the smoke clouds that floated over- 
head, she cried loud and long, "HelpI helpl In the 
name of heaven, quick! I have something to tell! " and 
with one long shriek she flung herself over the railing 
to the ground. Some one sprang forward, and lifting 
up the limp form carried it away. 

He saw the crowd draw near, with low murmurs of 
pity and alarm; he saw Mabel, her cheeks pale and her 
hands trembling, bending over it; he heard some one 
say softly, "She still lives I We shall yet know what 
she has to tell." 

"All is lost I" he whispered, almost aloud; "it was 
Nellie who said that"; and then with one despairing 
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litth; PI)u^t^4 of Ptrniii and flaky cindcniy and died with 

gU'iliin^ lii.sH<*H uihIit the cuol Bhowera. 

Till* tirnt rain of the Rt'Oi^oii had come with a twofold 
M«*Hsiii^. Nt>t only would thofte floods renew the won- 
drous iHMutifH of iiutun*, but they would also preserve 
Ikt triMisurcd glurit'8 which a thousand years had nour- 
inlifd. No diiii^T now that those storm-torn clouds 
Would hurry away l>ofore the impatient wind, when 
that thirriting earth below cried aloud for the opening 
of the tluoil-f^ates. 

As th«' <liiii li^lit Htole over the devastated town, the 
scenrH of iiii<liii};ht had clianged into something more 
terrihl'* in their blank desolation. No longer the red 
fln*H ]ra|K'(I and roared, but over the ruins of many a 
home iitlhi wreaths of smoke hovered, and charred 
trees ntood up bare and lifeless against the bleak sky, 
as if to hIiow what destruction a day can bring. Ahl 
who couM paint the excitement of the dark forms 
gathered thick around the mill? Who among them 
could reason calmly, could plan, could hope? 

Here a little group of men, heedless of the lowering 
sky and the unconquerable ilamcs that had threatened 
all the lx.*auteous foothill country around them, dis- 
cussed the incidents of the past night. Good thing 
that the mill and the mine machinery were saved. 
Work wouUl go on now, anyway, and the prospect of 
rebuilding the town would be better; strange how the 
water-pi {)G was managed. Smart fellow, that Ned 
Dennett, to think the heat must have bursted it; 
and mighty plucky too, when he rushed after some- 
thing to fix it with, and then followed it right into the 
burning woods in search of the break. Whcwl what a 
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povcr they got on at lastl — not any too early either. 
It just clvarcd a path round the mill, and saved the 
whole thing. 

Pn'sently a new member joined the group, and asked 
T.hore he could find Mr. Sevenoakes. Ko one knew. 
Perhaps ho was in the machinery-room of the mill, 
looking afU?r his wife, who was prostrated hy the shock 
of the fire. Had Lt^an's daughter told what she had 
to say? No, not that any one had heard; sho had told 
her mother to bring Edward Dennett to her, and they 
were in Brooklyn's little laboratory now. 

Then a email party of men came up, among them 
Mr. Sevenoakcs, and Knowlcs, whose thin face was £urly 
distorted hy excitement " There was something mys- 
terious about the starting of this fire," said the smooth- 
tongued little man. " I 'in quite assured of it. And 
yet I 'm more than sorry to feel that the trouble among 
my workmen may have had something to do with it. 
The proof is pretty strong that the fire grew out of the 
strike. Who of you men can tell me anything about 
it?" 

Two or three of the mill huids louDged 
speaker, and mumbled something about knowiog 
than they cared to tell. 

" If you are in poesession of the sl^hteei 
most trifling fact, I ask you as gentlemen to 
What's that, Crane? Speak up and tell Di. 
know anything." 

Crane, in reality anxious for the opportunity 
his knowledge, fell back a step or two, and cowed a^ 
what by tlie dignified presence of the Bupcrint«Dd>- 
who had always seemed to him mig^jr 
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that he had caught rumors floating around, from what 
Bouroo he knew not, that "pomo one'' had boasted that 
t)i(To wouM !m; an <'n<I of the Ktrike in one night's work. 
That was a!N)iit all li«* km^w. He had understood, how- 
ever, that tlie *' Hoinci one " was Ned Dennett, who in- 
tend<*d to corn mi t some inisehicf to the mill or works, 
and have it appear as if the strikers were guilty of the 
art, and thus liring al)out a settlement of the troubles 
with that prejudice against them. 

Mr. Sevcnoakos glanced cautiously around the as- 
sembled group, and satisfying himself that it was safe 
to speak, said calmly that Knowles had a little story 
to tell, and iM'rhaps it was l>est that all present should 
listen. He alone felt himself incompetent to consider 
such an enormous crime. 

" I '11 tell you, gentlemen," 1>egan Knowles, ner- 
vously, " the case which I shall lay before you is one 
of great inii)ortanco; and did I not feel bound to give 
my tostinioiiy by the calls of juBtice, my tongue would 
never reveal what I have to tell. It is doubly painful 
to me, because I fuar that the i)or8on who would cor- 
rolwrate my evidence, who was an eye-witness of the 
act with me, is now l>eyond my reach, — a curious 
complication of incidents depriving me of his support^ 
which I shall hereafter make clear. 

"I presume it was well known among yon, gentle- 
men, that ^Ir. l^rooklyn and myself were warm friends. 
Some time ago, ho confided to mo a little secret about a 
lovc-afTair lie had got into with Logan's daughter, who, 
as it lias since proved to be, has been married for over 
a year to a fellow who used to ho. around quite often in 
these parts, — one John Gloucester. Last night George 
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confided to me the fact that this Gloucester had just 
arrived from Arizona, where he had been engaged in 
mining, trying to make a strike, and that he feared 
things would be pretty hot for him, since the new- 
comer was no milk-sop. He said that the Logan girl 
had confessed these facts, of which he had theretofore 
been ignorant, and that she had promised to meet him 
in the woods up north of here, somewhere near twelve 
o'clock, — at any rate, long enough after the arrival 
of the stage to have things quieted down, since she was 
afraid of her husband, — and they could then arrange 
how to manage their case. Brooklyn asked me to ac- 
company him, as he did n't feel quite safe about going 
out alone, for fear the girl, no doubt desiring to clear 
herself, might betray him, and so I consented. 

" We started out about midnight, and took the little 
trail up yonder that leads into the woods, moving along 
carefully, so that other night-owls might not discover 
us before we did them. Before we had gone far, how- 
ever, we ascertained that our precautions had not been 
useless. Wo caught sight of somebody moving slowly 
in the brush, and concealing ourselves, we watched to 
see if we could make out who it might chance to be. 
Then our suspicions were aroused by seeing the person 
kneel down in the grass, and strike a match on an old 
dead tree-trunk. Not knowing quite who it was, or 
what he was trying to do, we waited a moment to think 
what course it was wisest to take. Then quick as light- 
ning we saw a blaze creeping along in the grass, near 
the tree-stump, and with one lurch we sprang out of 
our concealment. Our movement frightened the un- 
known incendiary, and starting up in his haste, he 
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clmp]WMl liifl mntoh-Bnfp, — hero it is, gentlemen* with 
Iiin nani<* ui>nn it ; iiiifl a fludflon barst of light from the 
tall hay Mo^^omR near showed us unmistakably,^* 
Edward I)onn«»tt." 

A Htippn^ssiMl ninrnnir ran around through the aseem* 
hic'd <Tiiwd, but no <>n« made any comment whatever, 
- oTilv two or tJiror c»f tlir oldcT listeners drew back a 
littlt* and put thdr handn to their heads. Knowlcs 
wait<»(l anxiously for the hrcathloRR silence tol)e broken 
hy HoiiH* oxprrxsiou of opinion, hut finding no one would 
venture to HiN>ak, h<» continued with his story. 

** We all can pe<? hin motive, — in fact, it has just been 
stated l>v our friend Oane hero. He wanted to scare 
our worthy Bupcrintondent " — with an awkward bow, 
and a Fpasmoilie {;<*Bture with his thin hand toward Mr. 
Sc»vrno»k«'H — ** into a pettlement of the strike in his 
favor. For of eourpc the fire wo\ild be charged to the 
aecoimt of tlio miners, which would irrefutably prove 
his tlu'ory of the matter. I>esid<*8, would it not bo pos- 
pible tlial a e(K)l-lu'a<le<l fellow like Dennett might hide 
hirt linuj for a little chance at n»venge? Well, whoever 
secH it, or whrx-ver don't, the fact n'mains. 

*' And one of the strangest filatures of the occurrence 
hapiH'ticd after the In'ginning of the fire. Brooklyn and 
I set to work to extinguish it, fighting with all our 
strength, and lM'li(»ving that our efforts would l>o suc- 
cessful in a short tinier So, forgetful of Nita and our 
midnight errand, we decided with dismay that the high 
wind was making terrible headway with the fire, and 
that some one from town must be called to assist; but 
before we could make the move, the Spanish girl came 
dashing along the path, and, angry l^ecause we had 
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failed to meet her at the place appointed, accused Brook- 
lyn of being the author of the fire. She had him in a 
tight place, you see. She vowed she would get her hus- 
band to swear that he also witnessed the crime, which 
would make our evidence no better than theirs, — if 
George did not submit to the arrangements she sug- 
gested. He was a high-strung fellow, as you all know, 
gentleman, and he refused to accede to any such pro- 
posal, but obtained her promise to meet him somewhere 
else latter on. I have some proof that the quarrel was 
renewed, at the second meeting, and when, later, Nita 
informed her husband, doubtless poor Brooklyn had a 
stormy time, and was forced or thought it most prudent 
to leave. 

" Thus I am left alone with this story; and yet the 
chain of circumstantial evidence is almost complete, — 
here is the presence of Gloucester, of Nita also, who 
will most likely confirm what I have said, here is the 
match-safe, and best of all, here is Dennett, — we all saw 
him last night, — dressed when the fire broke out, 
though he ought to have been safely in bed, coming 
from the woods, the first to give the alarm of fire; he 
easily got ahead of George and me, considering that we 
stayed to fight it." 

Knowles paused again, but still no one spoke, until 
after a painful period of suspense Mr. Sevenoakes broke 
the silence. "You have heard this story," he said. 
" What action shall we take to verify positively its en- 
tire truth? Is it possible that Edward Dennett could 
be the cause of all this ruin around us?" 

** Humph I" growled a coarse miner from the back- 
ground; " hain't it jest been proved? " 
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'* Mighty poor show for liim now/' added another. 

" Ilf 'h ilon« tJie whole hiiFinesB." 

'* Woll, woll/' continued Mr. Scvcnoakes, growing a 
little more excited, " then you all give it aa your 
unanimous opinion that Edward Dennett has com- 
uiitt(*d this great wrong ? What shall wc do next ? " 

Out of low grumbles and murmurs of ** String bim 
upl" and "Poi8on him!" came some one^s advice to 
have him arrested, and punished by law, since the 
evidence was t^o strong; but a firm voice from the outer 
edge of the crowd called, '* Hold I " and Logan was 
punhcd forward to have his say. 

There was a troubled look on his honest face, but be 
stood calmly and manfully before the hissing group, 
and defended his friend. '' Wc don't say ye haven't 
told it all straight," he said to Knowlcs; *' and yit sach 
a mon as George would do the mancst thing in the 
woruld, and he might 1x3 in it, too. Let us not be hamd 
on the lad. Wa 've seen him raised right here among 
ub; we all know the ould folks to be good people; and 
yez have jest l>cen after saying he wuz the only wan as 
could fix the fire at all. Wc don't know what he'll 
have to B«iy when he comes out, — he 's in there now 
witli — with her"; and he pointed quickly toward the 
laboratory, that he might use his hand to wipe away 
something briny which gathered in his eyes. ''She 
wuz my only girul," he went on, pathetically; "and yit 
that mon Brooklyn could stale her away, and yez niver 
talk of puniKliing him. Who knows that Dennett 
meant to start the fire? Come, now, boys, let's not be 
harud on the lad. Tell him to clear out, and let that 
settle it." 
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Some of the miners pushed Logan back, and he 
wandered off toward the mill, as if anxious to^be 
within easy call of those in the laboratory, and satisfied 
also that he could do no more for Edward. But he 
had done enough, for before any one could speak, Mr. 
Sevenoakes cleared his throat, and said he guessed that 
Logan was about right. " No one knows just what he 
meant to do, as Logan says," continued he. "Quite 
likely we shall never find out; for it is more than 
probable he would deny having had anything whatever 
to do with the fire. Still, no one else could possibly 
have had any object in the commission of such an act, 
since the strike had already been settled to the satis- 
faction of everybody, I fancy, except Dennett himself. 
As Knowles says, the circumstantial evidence is very 
clear against him, and we will ask him to explain this 
damaging evidence to our satisfaction, or he may find 
this place hereafter of a temperature something similar 
to what it was last night." 

A loud laugh from the miners drowned Mr. Seven- 
oakes's voice at this juncture, and when the hilarity 
subsided, the glib tongue was saying that it was a pity 
George had been forced to take such an ignominious 
departure. "He was a pretty good fellow, as young 
men go these days," added the speaker. " The trouble 
with him seemed to be that he indulged in too many 
flirtations. They kept him in hot water most of the 
time. I advised him, however, about this last, but it 
did n^t seem to have any effect on him. I *m sorry, 
though, he did n't prefer to stay and take a thrashing. 
He would have had plenty to help defray his doctoring 
expenses." 
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Another laugh Bignalizod the acceptance of the raper- 
intmidf'nrH last wordfl, and low murmurs of affirmance 
from tho niiner8, while tho little man, having finished 
hJH speech, walked awny toward the mill, carefully 
hruFhin;^ a stray cindir ofTliis sleeve. 

TIk; hlaok crowd 8<*par:itod into clusters of three and 
four, eagerly diritruHsing the last news. Knowles was 
tho ciMitre of attraction, and willingly rehcarBcd his 
Htory over again several times for the edification of in- 
dividual hearers. Each glance at the smoking ruins 
around Fcemed to call forth louder denunciations of 
Kdward Dennett from the excited throng. Ah! who 
could l)e calm and reasonahle — not to say charitahle 
— in that desolate dawn, after such a nleepless night 
ami<l wild unearthly scenes, when their l>cwildered 
senses were scarci^ly able to grasp the magnitude of 
the awful change that had transpired! 

The light grow stronger. Over in the east a rose- 
colored flush brightened the rim of the distant snoT- 
peaks, and cast a soft reflection over the cold grayness 
of tlie stormy morning. Deeper and decjKT grow the 
tint in the horizon, until full daylight struggled through 
a mass of gold and crimson clouds that banked tho 
east. Tho rain that had fallen gently since dawn be- 
gan to descend in welcome showers, and the waiting 
crowds that had defied tho scanty drops began to take 
refuge in the slicds around the mill, while the conversa- 
tion change<l from tho ab8orl)ing one of crime to specu- 
lations about the storm and the fire. 

Loud ejaculations and incessant talk proceeded from 
under the low roofs, where the men sat on piles of lum- 
ber and worn-out machinery, waiting, — they scarcely 
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knew for what. At first they looked for daylight break* 
ing gray and coldly over the distant hills; but now, 
when its vailed brightness was abroad with promise of a 
gleam of its full brilliancy through a rift in the eastern 
clouds, they only watched with strained eyes the labor- 
atory door. Twice it had opened softly, and a mysteri- 
ous, sad-faced figure had beckoned to some one outside; 
and yet the anxious crowds knew only that Nita lay 
pale and mangled in that little room, that the physi- 
cian had gravely put all questioners aside with a shake 
of his head, and that some secret which the dying lips 
might reveal was all but lost. 

Suddenly the door swung open wide, and subdued 
sounds from within greeted the ears of the anxious 
listeners. Several forms were moving about, and 
finally Edward Dennett came slowly down the steps 
with a solemn face, followed by the rest. Out into the 
rain the crowds pressed toward the laboratory door, the 
miners hissing boisterously as they drew near, ready to 
greet him with their story of the fire. But he raised 
his hand in warning, and, as if by magic, silence fell 
over the assembled throng, for slowly and sadly they 
that followed him bore Nita's frail form, sanctified by 
the awful touch of death. The rain seemed almost to 
cease falling on those set features, as they bore her out, 
and at last a ray of sunlight, escaping through the riven 
vapors, fell tenderly on that calm face, strangely beau- 
tiful in its snowy pallor, and over the waiting groups, 
standing reverentl}', with heads uncovered, while the 
strange procession moved along. They were taking 
her home, — all that was left of her, — to that home 
which her poor, discontented spirit had never bright- 
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enc<l, — to that rude woodland abode which yet eeemed 
a i)erfcct potting to her wild, impulsive beauty. Were 
there not in those deep, mysterious woods traces still 
of how her passionate heart had suffered and been 
tempted? Under an old arbor did there not lie a little 
gleaming dagger, wet and dimmed with the dripping 
rain slowly trickling through the rose leaves? In an 
old, hollow stump was there not a crumpled paper, 
torn and ragged, once folded and guarded so carefully, 
when it seemed to her a passport to the luxuriant fairy- 
lan<l her imagination painted? 

Ah, well for all these things there seemed a compen- 
sation! For they who stood around and gazed upon 
the dumb, senseless clay surely felt that no soul was 
there. Did they not almost see it, — a poor, narrow 
thing, starved, misguided, unable to expand in this 
lower, worldly atmosphere, hiding in the wing of the 
archangel, to be borne with trembling pity up through 
the sun-rifted cloud, where the base passions of the 
flesh have lost their charm and power, and into the in- 
expressible raptures that abound in the bright, star- 
hung steeps of heaven? 



BAD MEMORIES. 8lt 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

BAD MEMORIES. 

Still the heartache comes, bat the heartache goes, 

For the heartsease blooms in the grasses deep. 
And the passing years will hide our woes. 

And lay them low in a dreamless sleep. 
If thou hast a heart, that heart must ache; 

Or if its troubled waves would rest, 
Ko rosy light of love must break; 

Be it calm and cold as a marble breast. 
No heartache comes with a bitter pain 
To the marble heart in its icy chain; 
Never do marble lips complain. 

Selected. 

The poor Doctor I What change was this that was 
coming with such a relentless, hopeless blight over his 
life? How many of his friends would have echoed 
such a thought, could they have looked into his mind 
in those days that followed the fading of his dream I 
How many a heart that silently beat its gratitude to 
him would have warmed with an infinite longing to 
relieve his loneliness, if only by a single touch of 
kindness I 

But he still drove over the dusty roads and across 
the dry, golden pastures, with the same kindly face, 
and the same warm, generous heart. No line of sad- 
ness darkened his brow; no selfish brooding over by- 
gone woes stayed his charitable hand. In this valley 
of sorrow he walked alone. No one shared its anguish; 
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no ono moumrnl his dead with him. There was just 
A 8li);ht (lifftTfiicc in )n8 manner, — it grew more bar- 
ri< il aixl n<Tv<)::H, as if he was trying to drive oat 
t hoi J ^! it l»y a coasch'^B round of activity, — and that 
was the only index which the outside world could find 
to hi.H achitig hoart. 

liois went no more to the hospital on her mission of 
nuTry to the suffering, pleading that Mrs. MUIs coold 
not well Sparc her, though the Doctor guessed, with a 
feeling of uncontrollable pain, that this was not her 
real reapon. I^ois could not endure the thought of 
going to Mrs. Ilunman's again to distress Nettie, but 
Fh(i felt a delicacy in saying she objected to going 
then*, witliout telling him why, wliich, of course, she 
could not do, and hence she thought best not to go at 
all. 

So the Fummer wore away, and melted into autumn, 
with its yellow liazcg lying in stagnant masses over 
the broad fields, and weaving and tangling, day after 
day, in a slow, weary flight through the ancient slopes. 

r>ut it hapiKjned that one afternoon when the Doctor 
called, Lois was in the kitchen, and having a letter to 
deliver to her, ho ventured out into those warm, mys- 
terious precincts, and found her making bread. 

"Find a chair, Doctor," she said; "I know you are 
afraid of me now, with my hands in this dough." 

lie did not obey, however, but went and stood by 
her while she sifted the flour, watching the white flakes 
pile themselves up into long pyramids and deep drifts, 
and the light falling through them make tints of gold 
deep down in the snowy heaps. There was a look of 
weariness on her face, that even the late rose which she 
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had gathered for her hair could not brighten, nor the 
pleasant smile with which she greeted him hide. 

Of late, Lois herself might have been a subject for 
the Doctor's solicitude, though she tried to mask her 
care-worn face under her brightest smiles whenever he 
was around. Her school would begin in two weeks 
more, yet she dreaded the first day like the renuncia- 
tion of her sweetest hopes. She could scarcely settle 
in her mind the thought of another year of work within 
those dingy gray walls, without a breath of the pure, 
cool air of the Sierras. Yet it was not homesickness 
that haunted her, nor yet altogether a want of change. 
But night after night as she lay down to sleep, dreams 
came to her that brought back the early scenes of her 
love and hope, and he to whom she had given all her 
heart came in them and thrilled her soul anew with 
the strange raptures she had never hoped to feel again; 
but ho always vanished with a grace that was a de- 
light, which then changed quickly to false and leering 
cruelty, that left in her heart pangs of insufferable 
pain and desolation. Clouds hovered over the world, 
tinged with a leaden sombreness, from which faces, 
blanched witli the seal of death, showed their ghastly 
yet familiar features; and then black palls, falling 
slowly from the far, dim folds of bluish clouds, wrapped 
her in a strange oblivion, and shut out all her melan- 
choly visions. 

Day by day the renewal of old scenes came back; 
little melodies of song, freighted with tender associa- 
tions, thronged to her mind, seeming to insist that 
they be sung again; and irresistible impulses com- 
pelled her to review each word and thought, each token 
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of rcmombranco, that roralled those departed days. It 
WAH not th«* happy, bright Ixmr of old who responded 
P4> hmpiidly to .liininic Mills's r|iic«;tion8, hut some one 
vhv. who Hat at the window in tho twilight with a bor- 
rowed fIkkIow on her brow, and looked out in moody 
Bik'iu'o. Tlu'Hc were not hours of ix^aceful reverie, but 
times whcm her heart ached with a wild tumult of oIJ 
love and pain, when the autumn breezes, rustling in 
the IcavoH, seemed hurrying on to tell her of a name- 
less w(x^, when the gathering shadows seemed creeping 
even into her life. " This is the end of all my love/' 
she thonglit. ** This is the last faint kindling of the 
ember hidden so deep in its misty ashes." And the 
voiec of fate seemed to tell her, through all tboae sad 
hours of recollection, ** This is the end." 

There was something so bitter in this stirring of her 
buried liopes, such a relentless agony, destroying all 
their softened, time-mellowed tranquillity, that she 
knew that nevermore eould she cherish the sweetness 
of her sorrow. She strove against it. She tried to 
keep the spark from fading utterly, dreading the sear- 
ing of her heart to those sad and tender memories; 
but she strove in vain. Other things, — she scarcely 
knew what, — other feelings, were battling for the su- 
premacy. So she gave up to the inexorable mandate 
of fate, " This is the end." 

And BO, on this hazy day of autumn, when the Doc- 
tor surprised her going about her daily tasks, though 
she felt Btiil the same dismal forebodings, there was a 
sudden relief in his coming that she clung to, loth to 
go back to her desolate thoughts. 

Ho gave her the letter he had brought. It was from 
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Knowles, who had gone away from the hospital into 
the mountain mines, and wrote to thank her for all her 
kindness during his past illness. This hrought back 
vividly her visits to the hospital, and ehe felt that one 
of those long, pleasant rides with her good friend would 
do much to dispel her settled gloom. 

" Doctor," she said at last, very timidly for straight- 
forward Lois, "does your hospital still receive vis- 
itors?" 

A mild hope sprang up in his breast, a genial cur- 
rent of pleasure, when he heard her question. 

"Yes," he answered; "such a visitor as you would 
be, at any time." 

" Well, then," she said, looking up to him with some- 
thing of her old archness, " may I go with you again 
some day? I need the change and the occupation, but 
I shall have to make a short stay. We will not be 
able to take dinner with Mrs. Ilunman." 

"Nothing would give me greater i)leasure than to 
arrange everything as you wish," he answered, with 
more truth than bashfulness this time. 

Then she went on with her bread-making, scooping 
up the soft, light flour, sprinkling it in little clouds 
over the dough, and kneading the great elastic mass 
about, all the while talking to him with a desperation 
that seemed afraid to allow him a moment's reflection, 
for fear he would go. So he lingered, not so much to 
listen to her talk as to watch the pretty picture, and 
feel something of the old spell that had once come 
over him there, saddened though it had to be now with 
hopelessness. After the Doctor took his departure, 
Lois plunged deeper than ever into her melancholy 
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feelings. TI)o brightneps that ho brooght ■ earn ed not 
to lM*)ohg to )i(T, and it vanished with him. 

Noxt (lay, when hIio had arranged to take her drive, 
pho felt i.o l»rtt(T, though tho I)octor*8 watchful kind- 
n('S!4 gave licr confidrnee. So she went on talking 
witli him, k<*oping up tho steady flow of thoaghti and 
apiK'nring (piito elioerful, though all the landscape bor- 
rowrd a 8(n1(](mi, dr<*ary appect, and the skies, haxj and 
])a1(» gold with the late yearns mellow sunlight, seemed 
dark, as if eloud<'d |)y u long and terrible eclipse. 

Whon they nrrivt'd nt the hospital, and Lois went 
again through the pilent wards, finding so many new 
faces and po many things to do, tho nameless dread 
and horror nhr )iad been fighting back yielded some- 
what to lier happier thoughts. 

Just as «ho was preparing to go away, Mrs. Kent 
came to her and said that a young man bad been 
brought there a day or two before by a person who 
paid he had been ])urned in a mine explosion. ** He 
oecupirs a little room just at the head of the stairs, 
and you had better step in and see him; please take 
this sjH^nge to bathe his hands, for lie has a fever," she 
added. Lois found the sufVerer lying on a narrow cot 
in th(» darkened room, with his face entirely hidden in 
dami)ened cloths. He did not moan nor complain, nor 
even speak, when she came in and asked if she might 
do something for him, hut he stirrejl slightly, and made 
a movement to raise the cloths from his face. She 
bent over him and carefully laid them aside, turning 
to get the cooling sponge with which to bathe his 
wounds, as if to put off the sight of his suffering as 
long as jx)ssible. But when she looked back again, she 
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saw the face with a distinctness she could never more 
forget, — that same familiar face that had haunted her 
restless pillow night after night; those same dark eyes 
that had once seemed to her to beam with the tender- 
est truth and affection, and reveal a soul replete with 
honesty and nobleness; that same clustering hair, 
glossy and damp, falling over a broad, white forehead; 
and alas I that well-remembered voice which she had 
heard at midnight in the sobbing winds through many 
a weary watch, that had once whispered burning words 
of love to her, that had seemed to cry out with ring- 
ing earnestness in a last long farewell call, saying now, 
just as he used to say it, with the old familiar accent, 
"Lois!" 

Was it a dream now that his face, with all its hideous 
scars and burns, should whirl and writhe beneath her 
gaze, that his voice should sound like a faint, far, hiss- 
ing ring? Was it sleep when a darkness came through 
it all and wrapped her senses in oblivion? 

A fortunate thing it was that Dr. Knapp, who had 
followed Lois up the corridor, should step in to see that 
the sufferer's burns were not too long exposed to the 
air, and should arrive just in time to catch the fainting 
girl in his arms. 

'* Ah! the sight of blisters was rather shocking to her 
nerves," said the Doctor to Mrs. Kent, who camo hurry- 
ing into the room. 

It was only an addition to the excitement when he 
turned to see George Brooklyn sitting up, all the horror 
of his burned and suffering face shown to its fullest 
extent, and heard him, with a wild, half^leliriouB cry, 
call "Lois I " once again. 
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'* Th<*ro ie nomothing strange here," the Doctor 
thonplit a.<« )i«^ r:irrif*4l the unconM^iouB girl hurriedly 
out of th«* riMiiii. ]« aviri^ Mra. Ki*nt to attend to her 
patient. WiifM I««»is n-ruvc-rtM]. and eaid she would 
]ir«>|iaro to ^n }ifiin«>, h** vcnturi^d to af>k, in a rather 
fiijrniticant way. if t lit* re wat) anyboily she would like to 
BIN*, n-fraiinri); from nH-nti(»nitig any one in particular. 

^ No.'* (taid l^»i^. wilh Fuch coinpoijiurt* that he almost 
f«*U )iiiiiH-lf (ii-ci'ivfil al:out the cau«e of her fainting; 
hut i'till he thtmght it wise to refer to it aa little aa 
p<»>^il>li». 

On th«-ir way liome, however, Lois herself Fpoke of it 
** I H an -fly thought inysolf so weak as I proved to be 
this iift»'rii«N»:i.'* hhi* Haid. '* I 'ni fo worn out with 
cariu^ for Mrs. MilU that a little thing will quite upset 
me now: and my surprise at meeting some one whom 
I supjKJStMl to l»e (h*a«l entirely overcame m^' strength, 
I fi-ar I hIiouM not have deci<Ied to give up my vaca- 
tion, thoiiirh I c'tiuM scarcely do other^'isc when that 
a<'cidtnt happ* iird to Mrs. Mills. lUit I think I shall 
go away now, to ^jh nd the rtMoainder of my vacation, 
evrn if I cannot huccckI in gcttinjr an extension of it." 

When thry arrived at Mrs. MillsV gate she held out 
Iht hand to say pjod hy; 1 ut the Doctor's considerate 
thon^:lit suggested that he might go into the house to 
tell of Loi.s*H faint ing-spell, and thus better explain her 
Fuddrn departure. 

Ilirf stay was foniewhat longer then usual, and twi- 
light had settled over the town when he went away. 

Lois thanked him with a new gratitude in her voice 
as she hade him good hy in the vino-covered porch, 
and her manner betrayed so much dependence on him, 
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such mute, despairing helplessness, that he longed to 
shelter her in his loving protection. But something 
held him back; and so he left her to struggle with her 
grief alone, only looking around to see her standing in 
the vine-wreathed door with the cool tendrils swaying 
in knotted festoons between him and his lovely picture, 
and the soft radiance of the hall-lamp floating down 
upon the halo of silken, wind-blown hair around her 
head. 
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CIIAPTEU XXV. 

TIIK rAHTINO. 

WhiniMTiu^ ttiii^uon oan imiaon trnth. 

Our Li.-ii, Ml f.i'li nil n*<*or<l <if my crimet 

It i.f till- Ni'.il ii|Niii till? tciinU tif ho|>o, 

Hy w-hir!!, Itki' hoiim) ItMt, •cirrowing mngel^ site 

Sail Mi'iiiory cx'vriiiorc. 

Zi«u/jf of L^amM. 

TilK H torn IV dav was almost ovor. To Mabel it had 
Im'I'ii a htraiipr om*, - fo ntranp' that pho could scarcely 
ri-ali/«' hIi(> wan not drfaniiii); aH hIu* rt»callcKl its terrible 
cvrnts. VrHtrnlay nlir had takrii that ride with OcKirge 
otit to thr watcr-staio<*d rock-wall, and tlicy ha<l come 
hack into th<' litth; tow!i just an a f^orj^couB 8Uii84't was 
li;!lttii)p lip its Itundrcd westward windows into mirrors 
of Hashing p)ld. To-day no windows cauf^ht the fire of 
the dying snnli^ht, for a (lame mont |K>tent liad Ix'Cn 
(hen* hefore, and all that remained of that rude, flour- 
inhinp camp which had R) often le<l her thouglits into 
th<* fascinatir)g assm-iationH of the southern niincfl was 
a Hmoulderinj^ iojihs of eharn*(l and a8h-iK>wdered ruin. 
They were at Mrn. l)<»nnett*8 awaiting the morrow's 
H(a;:e, which wonM take th( m away toward their city 
home. *' r>nt it will not ho home very long," Mrs. Wil- 
IIh had tearfully <l(?elared, when 8i)eakingof their return. 
Vainly Mahel had tried to comprehend something of her 
aunt*H despair. 

*' Wo arc beggars," the old lady had said. " Mabel, 
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all that we had for the coining years was consumed in 
the flames last night; and now we are left in a world 
that will hereafter look as dreary as that camp across 
the hill. What we possessed — and goodness knows it 
was a fortune small enough! — I had converted into 
diamonds, and I actually took them with me, I was so 
fearful for their safety, so distrustful of every one. Who 
would ever guess that I carried any wealth in that little 
iron box, which served for a medicine-chest as well? I 
was so sure that no burglar could ever find them there, 
that I congratulated myself I had a hiding-place secure 
against those perils, and I even imagined that nothing 
would ever harm them." 

" Well, don't mind it so much. Aunt Cjmthia," Mabel 
had said, to comfort her. " We shall get along some- 
how, I am sure. We We got the house at home, you 
know." 

" Yes," Mrs. Willis had assented fiercely, "we can go 
there and live till we starve to death. It will serve 
to hide our skeletons from a too curious world, that is 
all; for skeletons there will surely be." 

" Then let us sell the house and come to some little 
town here among the mountains. It is so beautiful, so 
full of dreamy quiet and inspiration. I have been 
very happy here, aunt; for we are relieved of all the 
obligations of the old life, and there has been, besides, 
a peace and beauty in this existence that nothing else 
can borrow. I call this my little sky-domed fort among 
the hills. Perhaps I could teach, and we could let our 
lives pass happily and untroubled — " 

" Bah! don't talk of caging yourself in a mountain- 
pass as if you had no higher ambition than a wild ani* 
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nml/* Aunt Cynthia had interrupted. '^ Yoa are jnrt 
l)oginning life with interoBts and ambitions that in no 
way agreo with pu<*h ifiiotic Hontiment. Pass happily, 
indcvdl You M bury your8c*lf hero, and bo an old maid| 
I *11 warrant How would you fancy that, my lady?" 

** Perhaps it wouldn't bo so very awful," Mabel 
had returned, smiling; '^and then, aunt, perhape I 
should n't bo an old maid." 

'* Well, wo shall not live in these forsaken wilds, rest 
assured. That settles it." 

But somehow Mabel could not feel very miserable 
about their 'poverty, though she realized that their 
position was indeed greatly changed. 

When evening drew near she found the old crimson 
chair by the western window, and sat looking out upon 
the rain-beaten world. All day the clouds had hung 
heavy with rain, though afternoon had brought an 
abatement of the storm, and now when night gave 
warning of its coming, a narrow belt of clear sky shone 
above the bank of dense purple clouds that rested on 
the horizon. " It is something like my sky," she 
thought. " One little window of light dispels bo much 
of storm and gloom." Truly the day had been a se- 
vere one for Mabel. After the fierce excitement of the 
night, the morning had brought her new anxiety. A 
temporary shelter in the mill had been provided for 
the ladies after the danger to it from fire was over, 
and Mabel had found a secluded corner where she had 
soothed her distracted aunt into a restful sleep. But 
tlie old lady's reix)so had not been long, for when a few 
minutes later Mabel returned, Aunt Willis had for- 
saken her place of rest. Through and through the 
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building Mabel had searched for her in vain. And at 
last venturing out in the desperation of her alarm, she 
had come upon a disconsolate figure sitting in the rain 
on a gray rock by the creek margin, shedding bitter 
tears over some unknown sorrow. Every effort had 
been unavailing to reveal the cause of this strange grief 
until long after their arrival at Mrs. Dennett's. Then 
as if her horrible secret had weakened her fierce deter- 
mination not to reveal it, even before a day was past, 
Mrs. Willis summoned the whole household to her and 
told her story. "The excitement and the trouble of 
last night have preyed upon her mind to an extent far 
beyond what she is able to endure," Mrs. Dennett had 
privately said to Mabel. " We must try to calm her, 
Miss Willis, and lead her thoughts into another chan- 
nel. Then perhaps she will be able to rest a while." 
But the sympathetic, motherly friend had no con- 
ception of the difiBculties in the way. Mrs. Willis was 
not a person to be quieted or made to rest at other 
people's pleasure or bidding, and Mabel's efforts were 
utterly unavailing. The mortifications, the trials of 
the day, had left her nearly exhausted, and as she 
sank into the soft old crimson chair, a great lull of 
relief came over her, like the calm that succeeds some 
devastating hurricane. 

But amidst aU her anxieties there had been a ray 
of comfort, which like the crystal streak of sky out in 
the west had shed a soft glory to light up all the dark, 
cloud -curtained heavens. She took a certain pleasure 
in recalling how Edward had entered the mill im- 
mediately after he had come out of the laboratory from 
his visit to poor Nita, and after inquiring for the com- 
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fortM of nil, had told Mnt. Willis that he should iDriit 
oil having Ikt iKTfpt an invitation for heivclf and 
M:i)i«*l aiul Nrlli<* to nhari* the f^hcltcr of liia own home. 
TIii'ii }i<! had pon<' out, and in an hour or bo returned 
with a com fort ahlo old farm-carriage to drive them 
a(*n)HH th<> hill and through the old town to his mother's 
liouH\ He hud Hhown a mild surprise when his friendly 
invitation Xo MrK. Sovenoakes and other ladies, as yet 
uiiprovid<*<I with slieltor, had hcen declined with chill- 
ing; ])olitcncHH. lUit Mahel did not think it at all 
unusual when nhe recalled the styliuh little Mrs. Seven- 
oakcs'H narrow-minded vanity, and felt just a trifle 
indignant to think that such whole-souled generosity 
Hhoulii 1)(^ Hcornod hy those even unworthy to receive 
it. r>ut how quickly that slight unpleasantness had 
))aKS('d away, as Edward enthusiastically explained 
hov%' the pipe had l>een managed and the mill saved, 
and what a great satisfaction it was to him to feel that 
lie had l>oen instrumental in keeping back the fire. 
To the origin of the conflagration ho gave but little 
thought, hut expressed himself as deeply affected by 
Nita*s sa<l d(;ath, and the utter destruction of the town. 
Mahel loved to recall the picture he made that win- 
try morning as ho drove along over the slippery roads, 
urging the horses to show their best speed, tbat the 
rain might not overtake them in heavy showers. The 
light wheels of the old carriage rolling easily through 
the muddy ruts, the horses skimming swiftly over the 
ground, and the pleasant change from the distressing 
scenes they had left hchind, had revived him wonder- 
fully, and hrought an exhilaration almost surprising 
after the miseries of the past night. 
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Mabel remembered how bright his face had seemed 
when he spoke to her of the mill. She knew his heart 
was full of hope; he was so ready with plans, so far- 
seeing, so magnanimous, that he could rise above the 
dark discouragements around him, and hope by pa- 
tient work and unflagging zeal to restore the heavy 
losses that threatened now to overwhelm the camp. 
She thought how generous his nature was when ho spoke 
of forgetting all the wrongs of the past, and each man 
striving with honest, indiscriminating charity to build 
up a new era of prosperity. She did not realize that 
her presence cheered and inspired him with all the 
hope he felt. But she knew that ho was not forgetful 
of her when his eye had rested for a moment on her 
face, and she had caught a gleam of light from it that 
betokened all the tenderness that dwelt in his heart. 

And so the memory of that glance liad been a com- 
fort to her all day. She was happy, besides, for Ed- 
ward's sake, knowing that his bravery and presence of 
mind had saved the mine-works from destruction, for 
which due praise must be awarded to him. 

All day he had been absent at Lucky Streak. Mrs. 
Dennett had anxiously wondered what kept him; 
Nellie had privately rejoiced, as much as was possible 
in the soured state of her feelings, that he was not 
around; and Mabel had tried to silence an occasional 
touch of jealous pain. It was her last day in the 
mountains, and yet the excitement at the camp had 
kept him from her side. She would not have preferred 
to leave him for the sake of listening to idle gossip. 
And then her womanly heart had straightway found 
an excuse for his conduct, — one not only sufQcient to 



834 AHOCND THB OOLDEM DEEP. 

Krlward covorrd his oj'cs with his hand, as ifibenkf 
ho might hido from hin view tho enormity of an obstacb 
that HtcKMi iK'twct'ii him and Mahel. **I cannot look 
yon in tho faco and toll 3*011 of what they have accused 
ni<*/* he paid excitodi y. *' It nocms to Ptand between 
u^« like A great harrii-r, — a mountain of disgrace and 
iiiisrry, — wliiih I can never hope to remove.*' He 
PtopiMMl and drew in his hreath quiekly as if to fortify 
hiinsrlf for the trying ordeal heforo him, but Mabel 
waittMl in vain for him to continue. Ah! how could he 
])ro«*hiini lu8 own disgrace? IIuw could he know that 
Maln^ would holievo his story in the face of the dam- 
aging evidence Wforo him? 

"" What has i'hanged you so, Edward? " she asked 
again. ** What has happened? Nothing can stand 
Ix'twoen my friendship and you. Has it not been 
tested? and did not we promise never to distrust each 
other again?" 

** Y(»s. Rut you do not know how impossible it may 
l»e to liclieve," he said, rising Imrriedly and pacing up 
and down the room. " Mal)el, they say that / have 
destroyed the town. They accuse me of getting my 
revenge in that way. It is all plain to them; the 
trouble at the mill was not settled to my satisfaction, 
and I, feeling that defeat was certain, resolved that 
neither side should win. But, Mabel, it is a falsehood. 
It is a base, unjust accusation. I care not what their 
proofs may be, it is a lie, — a foul lie! " That despair- 
ing face had altered now. Angry fires flashed from 
the heavy eyes, and the haggard look changed into 
something awful in his righteous wrath. What strong, 
healthy, souud-minded man ever endures injustice and 
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dishonor, either to himself or those whom he loves, 
but that a fierce spirit of indignation is aroused, which 
demands restitution, whether it be possible to secure it 
or not? It is only for woman's gentle nature to bear 
calumny and persecution with charity and meekness, 
waiting and trusting patiently that a divine, pitying 
providence will at last relieve her bitter sorrow. 

But Edward Dennett could not bear his wrongs in 
silence. Could he allow his honor to be assailed, and 
not stand up manfully in its defence? Could he have 
a fiendish crime laid to his charge? Could he meet 
his accuser face to face, helpless to prove the wretch a 
black-hearted villain, and take the punishment calmly, 
without a protestation of his innocence? 

He strode up and down the room in a wild frenzy, 
scarcely hearing or seeing anything but the fatal words 
and looks of his accusers, until Mabel touched his 
arm lightly and looked up pleadingly into his face. 
That soft touch had a magic in it, for it dispelled the 
strong man's anger, as the sunlight breaks the fury of 
the storm, and brought the rainbow of penitence in a 
moment. '^ Sit down and tell me about it," she said, 
kindly. "Let us think it over together. Perhaps 
there is a way out of the cruel position they have 
placed you in. O yes; there is surely some way. 
Some one must have seen you. Tell me the story 
calmly. Perhaps I can help you clear up the mis- 
take." 

" It is no mistake, Mabel," Edward said, allowing 
himself to be led to a chair. " It is a premeditated 
scheme. There can be no way out of it, for I was cer- 
tainly watched, and proof manufactured to implicate 
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mo. Why it h)iou1<1 be done, who are guilty, and whit 
ptranp* <'urii|>li(*ation8 have worked out thia resalt, I 
dii not know. I only Ix'Iicve that Knowlcfl — Forgive 
nil', ht' is y<»nr frirnd; hut I tstill believe that he hof 
doiH' or haH lirljx'd to do the deed. For he has in- 
v«-ntfMl the nioHt hidi.'ous fulBohood that ever was told 
to put the* crinkf* on me/' 

Tiic'ii K(l ward gravely repeated the story of lus wrongs. 
If ever in that painful recital of injustice the madnen 
of reHentnient peized him, a glance at Mabel's pitying, 
gentle face brought calmer, better feelings. There is 
always a frantic ho]K^le8FnePs in the realization of being 
utterly forsaken l)y one'H friends. 

Kdward had come prepared to feel the sting of that 
lant hitti'reHt blow of fate, — Mabel's doubts. His 
mother had l)een overwhelmed with sorrow. In truth, 
h(? felt that the ignominy fell heavier on her, trustful 
and clinging like a vine to Homething strong and able 
to resist the ntorms of life, than on his own brave, de- 
fiant nature, liut when he found Mabel ready with 
just the calm ten<Iernes8 which would soothe his wrath 
into reason and reconciliation, his heart melted almost 
to forgiveness. ** Let me tell you something, Mabel," 
he said, after he had related the story Knowles had 
told. '* if I had been less faithful to the trust imposed 
on me, I would not have remained up to help the 
watcliinan with his work; if, when utter defeat seemed 
innuinent, I had not thought of you, and hope had not 
risen strong to crowd down my discouragements, — if 
faith had not somehow whispered that the straight, 
upright ]>ath of duty would lead to success and satis- 
faction, and a clear conscience in the end, — I should 
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not be here covered with shame and dishonor, for they 
would not have had the opportunity to entrap me. I 
cannot tell you all the mortifying miseries of the day, 
Mabel. They even sent some one out behind us when 
I drove over here with you this morning. Though they 
were willing to allow me my liberty, they did not want 
me to get away before they had tortured mo to their 
satisfaction. There was a trial, — such as it was. Then 
I found out how few were the friends I had. Among 
my workmen, only a few of the shaft-hands had a word 
in my favor, except poor Logan, who worked in the 
mill. He came over to town for the express purpose 
of staying by me, and helping fight the battle. Poor 
fellow I It did little good except to comfort me. They 
even construed Nita Logan's dying call for me as evi- 
dence against me, though the poor girl could not reveal 
her awful secret. Would to heaven that she had, for 
I am sure it would be something in my favor. Mr. 
Sevenoakes was non-committal, but I could see his 
sympathies were with Knowles. After all the evidence 
had been collected, they asked me to disprove it. I 
could do nothing but state my inability, and protest 
my innocence. Then I was given my choice, to appear 
no more at Lucky Streak, or be arrested and tried by a 
court. I chose the latter course. This raised a breeze. 
I was declared ungrateful, and after some consultation 
among the witnesses, they insisted it would be a trying 
ordeal for them all to go through. Small wonder that 
the ordeal would be trying, when they would thereby 
necessarily run the risk of betraying their own guilt! 
Then they concluded to make me go; and when I re- 
fused to promise this, I was told that measures would 
be taken to compel me. 
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*' Ah, Mn)N*lI thopo were torriblo moments! Torgm 
iwi wh<>n I <>onfi*Hfi that indignation and contemptuous 
uiipT pot tho lK*ttor of my n*u8on for n time. I hurt 
iiiv own raupo hv niv ixTHistont rcfuBal to listen to 
th«'ir insults. Tlionph now, when I am here with yon, 
nml 1<x>k l>:u'k ui>on it an Horncthing more bitter than 
<li*:ith« yt't filling that it iH all pai«t forever, I regret 
I (lid not hhow more* humility and charity, Buch as 
your kind nympathy prompts. But, Mabel, yoa do 
not think nii.* gtiilty of that (Time? If I felt myself 
unwortliy of your fritrndship, I should not be here to 
bi<l you g<Kxl )»y." 

*' My fri<*nd," Mabel said, trying to conceal how 
dewy and bright her eyes had grown, ** I am sure yoa 
an* not. Trll mo what to do; lot me help you some 
way," hho added quickly, fearing to express the food 
solicitude nho felt. 

** I'ld^'Sfl the disgrace which now covers me is re- 
moved, yoii can never do anything more for me. I 
can only k«M'[> the renjcmbrance of your kindness at 
tliis time. I will not ask you to accept a friend whoM 
name is blackened and despised. I will not allow you 
to do it. Ihit, Malnd, my faith is strong that some time 
my innocence will Imj established; that some time I can 
ofler you my hand with a past untarnished by any- 
thing, even by the breath of slander. I am powerless 
to bring about that day myself. I can only wait, and 
hojKJ that Providence will work out my deliverance. 
And until then I must be an outcast from my homo 
and friends, l^ut I shall go out conscious of having 
lived an honest life, Mabel. Whether that reward will 
compensate mo for all the misery I have sufifercd for it, 
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I cannot tell. When all else is gone, it is at best but a 
poor inheritance, — the satisfaction of not doubting 
one's own self when condemned by hundreds who have 
known him from his youth. And so I realize that I 
have lived to little purpose. And yet I would not ex- 
change the feeling of satisfaction that comes from 
knowing that one so true-hearted and gentle as you 
can still believe in me, for the adulation of all the 
world. That is my blessing. I shall go out, cherish- 
ing it as one of the few sweefc, unimbittered memories 
of the past." He rose, and held out his hand to Mabel, 
ready to say farewell. The sun had crossed the nar- 
row strip of clear sky, and had withdrawn behind the 
purple clouds again, while the shadow fell on the 
grave, sad face of him who was leaving love, home, 
friends, and life itself almost, behind. 

"Mabel," he said slowly, "let me thank you for 
the glimpse of heaven you have opened to my eyes. 
I dare not try to say more, even though my farewells to 
all the other joys that are left me require few words 
indeed. Fate cannot rob me of the remembrance of 
you. I may never see you again, and yet your influ- 
ence — your presence — will always be with me, and 
I shall be better for it. Your image will rise before 
me in long days of exile, a solace, a guide to that bet- 
ter place where we may meet at last, without the sting 
of earthly pain." 

Tears were falling from Mabel's eyes, — great inno- 
cent tears she could not suppress. How could she let 
him go out into the cruel world alone? There is usually 
something very childlike in a young girPs love. It is 
quick to yield its sympathy, and yet though it acts as 
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th<* «-t ly .in<l roTiifortor of the strong man in his bom 
(»f n<>''4l. it i-( )ii'1{»lrRfl and weak without that object 

w)ii< )i it hiiiiii-tii!i«-H FUpiHirts ulonc. 

" Vo'i niu>t not p» to-night, Edward," ehe said, ap- 
IHa!in;.'ly. ** Ti»-inornjw morning you will start with 
rinrwitl r(Hir;i}r*' aft«T yonr night's rent. And who 
know.-^ )-nt that sum*' one will }»e over from town to tell 
ymi tiKit you nn-d not go, — that your innocence is 
jimvi'd." 

** Th*y would more likely be over to inflict a punish- 
nx'nt on uh' for not (►lu-ying their orders," Edward an- 
Fwrrrd, 1« Hiking lovinjrly down upon the slender form 
iMsiilr him. *'No, M:i1m'1; I must go to-night. I can 
n<'V«T rndun^ that hitt«Tn<»P8 ngnin. We must part, — 
with hopo Irt it \n\ instead of despair. Your love must 
Hu.-t:iin \\\t\ Mal»rl, in this last hour. Heaven knows 
tlHP- is littl«» ciHJUjrh h'ft to k<M*p me from utter desper- 
ation wh'u I ^ro out from your kind pity.'* 

'J'h<n* is Honn'timt's a PuiKTnatural power bestowed 
UfMni woman's h«':irts, wh(»n thoy, forgetting their own 
n<<ds, ran yii-M comfort and courage to the broken 
Fpirits of those infinitely ptronger to bear the brunt of 
litV's hattlrH. Mahcl found that strength, and heed- 
loss of h<T own pain, poured out all the sweetness, the 
rsscncr, of Imt houI, not in lamenting?, but in consola- 
tion and hopeful counsels. 

And so as the luMir passed, Edward and Mabel sat 
togeth(?r while the wintry gloaming gathered, forgetful 
of the trials and sorrows of their way; and heedless of 
th<' gloom and eruelties of the great wide world around 
them, looked forwanl into a future far l)eyond the 
coarse discords and petty bickerings of this life, where 



THE PARTING. 841 

heaven unfolds its unspeakable glories, its divine and 
tender raptures, and with hands clasped, saw through 
the coming years wlien that time would be theirs, and 
said together, " We can wait." 

And sad as was their parting, still in both hearts 
there reigned supreme a calm comfort, a nameless hope, 
that made their lot endurable. 

Evening was darkening fast around them when all 
the last sad duties and farewells were over, and Mabel 
stood in the vine-covered porch to watch the proud 
man, to whom she would gladly have given all her life, 
shake off the bonds of hope and brave the harrowings 
of fate in that lonely exile which lay before him. 

But Edward, dependent as he was upon that gentle 
girl, still had strength to refuse the sacrifice she was 
willing to make, and bear his part alone. 

A gentle rain was falling when he led his horse to the 
door, and Mabel stepped out into the twinkling drops 
for one last hand-clasp ere he rode away. Perhaps it 
was the last time they would ever meet on earth. Ah I 
how could either have endured that moment had they 
not looked beyond the gloom into that celestial coun- 
try, whither faith and hope would lead their footsteps 
on, and bright waters of recompense and healing would 
wash away their griefs I 

There was a power which upheld that saddened man 
as he went away, and turning his face from the bleak, 
stormy road before him, strained his eyes for a last 
glimpse of that home that lay behind him, where all 
the treasures of his heart were left, for a last glimpse 
of that lonely form in the doorway, outlined dark 
against the pale lights of the early evening flashing 
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ivith A wiirnith and brightnoM not all thetr own 

tlmiu^h tli(* Htunn-Bprayrt and tho woods. 

Hi* roiiM not coMiprrhrnd how he endured it; he 
only f«lt th.'it !i til rill (»f ntn^ngth come over him when 
fniMi tlif last hilltop ho l<K>ki'd hack, knowing that the 
ni'xt Ftrp would hidu all love and brightness from his 
way, that am ho wont on a strange consolation and 
tho phial warmth of a new-found hope came over him, 
which hU|»pIi«Ml his empty, Forn)wing heart with some* 
thiii<; of tho lUHpiration ho had loft behind. 

And Malw'I, though i)os8e88ed of finer intuition, knew 
not what that |N)Wor wa8 which 80 sustained her. She 
only know that, dohpito the quick beating of her heart 
and tin' dowy tears that gathered in her eyes, she could 
Ft ill look out uixm the liilly, winding road, and wateh 
the lonely horsoman wond his way along tho cafion 
and across th<.> phadowy vales, till night and rain mist 
hid him from her sight. 

Tho morning hroko dark and rainy. Clear, shallow 
drop.-< clung to the window-panos, and slanting sheets 
of rain descended in steady showers to obscure the 
view beyond, misty itself with overhanging clouds 
ftn<l low, dim vapors. Mrs. Dennett's home was very 
cheerful and pleasant that morning. The guests were 
greeted with savory scents of coffee as soon as they left 
their chamlicrs, and a bright, warm fire blazed in the 
sitting-room, where Mrs. Dennett waited to welcome 
them, stately in a dark brown morning-wrapper, her 
grayish golden hair waving back from a face that was 
full of kindness and hospitality, though touched by 
new lines of sadness. 
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They breakfasted in the long, low dining-room with 
its crimson carpet, its heavy curtained windows, and 
walls tinted by the rosy, warm reflection from tho 
floor, which had seemed so beautiful and liomeliko to 
Mabel on her first visit to Edward's home. 

Mrs. Dennett clung to Mabel as a solace in her afllic- 
tion. She longed for the comfort and tho brightness 
this sweet young girl could bring into her twice deso* 
late home, and dreaded the hour when this last ray of 
sunshine should fade out of her life. But she put tho 
thought aside. It was not for her now to indulge in 
hopes like these; and Mabel also secretly longed to ru- 
main with Mrs. Dennett, that she might bury her own 
sorrow with a less bitter heartacho for the kinduoifl 
showered around her by true motherly sympathy, Ai 
the morning brightened into full daylight tho rain 
ceased, and the dripping woods held up their drenched 
and almost leafless branches to tho gray sky with a 
new beauty, while the far-off hills, misty with tho 
storms about them, regained their vanished blueness, 
and stood out behind the pearly fogs like lines of giant 
soldiers battling with the beating rain. 

In Mrs. Dennett's small, elegant sitting-room the 
guests gathered after breakfast, while their sad-faced 
hostess, hiding her own inexpressible sorrow, busied 
herself in making little preparations for their journey. 
Many were Mrs. Willis's anxious glances from the rain- 
spattered windows for signs of good weather on their 
prospective journey, and many the injunctions to tho 
girls not to fail of being ready when the time canio 
to start. Tho conversation was chiefly confined to 
conjectures about the state of the mud in tho roadti, 
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tho possibility of getting the driver to wait at Robin- 
son *s wavhiilt* houso nil extra half-hour until his pas- 
Ft npT.s wi-re ronift>rt;iMy warmed, on the part of Mrs. 
Willis; :iii< I thoughtful directions and suggestions about 
tht' J4>urnt'y, and rarcful solicitude as to the provision of 
wraps, on the part of Mrs. Dennett. A great rumble 
and th«* splash of slipi>ery feet, a jocose laugh and a 
IoihI '' Hello," announced the heavy stage, adding a bit 
of Welcome color to the dull gray landscape, with its 
red paint newly hriglitened by the washing rain. 

While the tithers, rustling in their shiny rain-cloaks, 
hastened out Ix-hind the driver, carrying their bundles 
and hags, Malx-l lingered for a quiet farewell to the old 
gardin where Kdward had played and worked in his 
}>oyhood, where she had seen him fire his signal-gun 
one bright spring day, when its shrubs and vines were 
ben<ling with luxuriant bloom. 

Fro.-t.s and storms had strip|)cd it now, and only fraiL 
belatrd blossoms, beaten and broken by the storm, clung 
jKitiently ti) nixlding stalks, and held up their delicate 
colors to the frowning skies. A fine spray dewed the 
rose leaves by the path, and glistened brilliantly in cold, 
clear drops like shattered diamonds on the thorny, 
naked twigs of the sighing trees. Mabel glanced back- 
ward toward the pleasant porch, where on her first visit 
to this charming home she had seen Mrs. Dennett 
sewing contentedly behind the fragrant vines. She 
remembered that first bright smile with which Mrs. 
Dennett had welcomed her. She remembered now 
that the loving greeting, the dawning light in those 
soft blue eyes, had never been wanting. There she 
stood out at the gate now, waiting for her last guest 
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with an expression as full of slumbering charity as 
Edward's, wholly as uncfluced by the bitterness of 
years. 

She held out her hand without a word, while Mabel 
took it silently, and turned to go. But something held 
her back. Here she too had suffered; this home which 
had been Edward's was dearer to her than any other 
spot on earth; that sweet-faced lady beside her was his 
mother. Could she go and leave it all, — perhaps for- 
ever, — without one word of parting, one sign of affec- 
tion, when her heart was brimming over? No; she 
must speak; she turned back, and placing both arms 
around Mrs. Dennett's neck, kissed her fondly on the 
cheek. " I could not go without telling you something 
of the love I feel for you, Mrs. Dennett," she said, ear- 
nestly. " Aside from all the gratitude I owe for your 
kindness, there is something else, — I love you because 
you are — " 

" I know, I know," answered Mrs. Dennett, quickly. 
" He has told me, dear. But I could not speak to you 
on such a subject, for I realize our disgraced position; 
I could not presume, you know, my child." 

'* Do not say that," Mabel said, sadly. " You aro^ 
not disgraced in my eyes. To me Edward is ovei^ 
more manly and noble than at first; for he has ^Im 
courage to bear injustice without harboring malica 
toward those who have inflicted it. Oli, you do not 
know all! I cannot tell you now! " she added, breath- 
lessly. "But tell him for me just this little message, 
— that Providence is good; it will guide us both to tlio 
l>lace we have hoped to reach. And when at last ho 
reaches home, my love will be waiting for him there." 
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Mrs. Dennett silently folded the yoang girl in her 
ariiiH and kissed her, and then they parted. 

Ma) id was nut cunbiiouB tliat tlio lirv9 in the black 
«*yrH <»f lh(! rxpreHHnian besido the driver were not 
extiiiguisliaMu by rain; or that there were many dy 
alluHionfl to rosy cheeks and pretty girls who were bo 
proud that a whole summer did not suffice to make 
their a(M]uaintance. She sat quietly looking on the 
8ccno8 around her, watcliing for the last glimpse of 
Kd ward's rose-embowered homo among the mountains, 
thinking what a new charm all those wild hills had 
assumed since sho first saw them, and feeling that 
nevermore would she breathe the sweet aroma of the 
houndless pine-lands, or catch a gleam of far-off, snowy 
summits, without a new stirring of that Buffocating 
pain, — that sad, sweet joy which had taken poasessicm 
of her life. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

MEMOBIES OF THE SAN JOAQUIN. 

As on through marshy banks a silent river 
Winds tortuously, with moonbeams all a-quiver, 
So crowded memories haste, with magic power, 
To soothe the sorrows of the dying hour. 

Selected. 

LocUBTviLLE Seemed hardly like itself after Lois was 
gone. Many a friend missed her, regretfully remember- 
ing how her bright face and willing hands had helped 
to smooth rough places for them, though they scarcely 
realized it at the time. Mrs. Mills grew anxious, and 
even forgot to gossip while telling of her troubles, and 
how she would certainly have to send for Lois if she 
did not return when the two weeks were up. And the 
little folks were almost inconsolable, since they could 
no longer save their brightest pinks and their rosi- 
est apples to carry to ^liss Warren, that they might 
see how happy it seemed to make her, and thus show 
their gratitude for her watchful, patient care, and her 
loving sympathy in their little troubles which others 
scarcely deemed to be worthy of the name. All through 
the warm vacation the little troops of bright, happy 
children were seen coming and going through that 
friendly looking old front gate at Mrs. Mills's house, 
and Lois had found their simple manifestations of 
good-will the brightest things in her life, except the 
visits of the good, faithful Doctor. He had a power to 
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iii.'ikf t))f' iiioFt p4*rir)iiH oliKtaclc Foom email in compari- 
mrj t't I. is priittrtiiijrhtniifrth. His unerring judgment, 
\i\> luririy ^'i rM-nihity. Iiis kiinlly inttT«'8t, made Lim, 
iii<l'<'«l. Iht iuo>»t trust«'d, most n'spt'Cted friend. 

Aiid till- l)(M-t(>r hiiiiH'If! No one of all the friends 
wliii iiiis.^< (I tlic HrlltM>l-ll)i^t^l>PH found life 80 burdensome 
witliuut )i( r as <li(l lie wlio loved her 8o incomparably 
1 «-tt4r than t)ii*y all. To otlnTri she was helpful and 
IiIc:iHant ai^.d kind, — inptnimental in giving them hap- 
]iiiH'Ss: tt) liiin k)h> was tlio great esftontial, without 
v.lioni liff was dull and ('olorlet?8 and blank. On her 
(Iriirndcd what litth* joy and pur|x>se the world could 
then aft«T yield to hiin« for the years that had brought 
the hi! very tli reads to his once brown hair had brought 
hittiTiicssrs and disapiMMnlnients which had robbed life 
of those hrarty, trustful enjoyments that ever sweeten 
and huild u]) th«.> hoiK.'H of youth. Though his dream 
of 1(>V4' had fad(d, — tlie dream that comes in life's 
meridian gathering; round it all the scattered sunbeams 
of the wasted morning in one great final effort,— 
though the ri<-}i summer of his life had failed to keep 
its promise like the glorious foreshadow! ngs of its 
vanish(.'d Hj)ring-time, still a calm, autumnal beauty lay 
lM'f«)re, a Season when all the bloom and brightness of 
the worhl had faded; and yet its naked trees, its brown 
an<l lejif-strewn hills, were softened and half hidden by 
thtj dim, slow-il rifting haze that covered with a restful 
tendern(\«fl all tin? hlank desolation of the hastening 
winter. Tht; hl(X)m and tlie verdure were gone, but the 
soothing calm of this Indian-summer time would rob 
the coming decay of the sharp agony of despair, and 
mercifully hide with its smoky haze that river of his 
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hopes, once so full and deep and clear, but now dimin- 
ished and narrow, though crystal and nnsnllied still, 
till it only shone in bright, surprising sweeps of silver 
breaking through the yeiling mista. 

Lois was not his now to care for and to love; bat 
she was his to remember tenderly, to watch over, if 
not to protect. And so the world lost more than half 
its brightness that day when Mr. Mills drove over to 
Tenayee with Lois by his side. The Doctor, who went 
over behind them in his little cart, saw her enter the 
train with her usual light step, as if she was cheerful 
and happy as ever, but when her face appeared at tlie 
window, it was pale and sad and full of regret, and 
his heart was stricken with sympathy and a longing 
to lighten her sorrow. There seemed a moumfulness 
in the farewell she waived to Mr. Mills, a striving to 
bo her old self, cheerful and bright with hope, that 
touched him with unutterable pity, for her act lacked 
the spirit she strove to put into it, and only seemed the 
sadder for the effort. The Doctor turned away with 
troubled thoughts. How could he lighten the burden 
that had fallen so suddenly and mysteriously upon his 
friend? That she was unhappy, that the stranger in 
the hospital had awakened in her painful memories 
and regrets, he was certain. But what course could 
he take to serve her, if ever bo slightly, in this time of 
need? First, he thought if he could only learn the 
cause, he might the better be able to effect relief, if 
the wound he could not cure. There are some troubles 
in which silence is the most welcome sympathy, and 
BO the Doctor had felt restrained from inquiring of 
Lois this evil which he so longed to remedy or relieve. 
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Iiut r.ow that pho waB gone, and nothing could g^ve 
li« r flirt }ior pain in what transpired, he resolved to 
Ifarn tin* F-'cn't from tlit? stranger. It was no prying 
t'uritl^ily tliat prtmiptcd tliis dfhin*; hut a wisli to be 
a hhi( M. or a Ih*I|mt, or u sharer in her afiliction, if 
hf roiiM not Im» more. 

Tlir man at th(* hospital suflbred intensely at times, 
lint ah>n<* from his hurnp, hut from exposure and ex- 
liaust it )n, whirl 1 iixliiccil a fewr, and made his chances 
f*»r HTovrry nlipht. Tlie Doctor was anxiously watchful 
of hi» patinit, foclinp, with a strange sensation of com- 
f )rt in his heart, that thereby he might be performing ft 
ptTvir** for Lois, or at least doing as she would have him 
do, even to one who had cauped her suflcring and pain. 
Ihit the (lays wore on, and still he found no oppo^ 
tiinity to inquire into the suljcct which weighed 80 
heavily on his mind, although he often sat and talked 
with tlie sick man when the latter wanted company, 
aniupinj* him with a cheerful hit of conversation, or 
listening to his entertaining stories of past experi- 
ences. George never six)ko of the origin of his bums, 
or made any reference to his acquaintance with Loifl, 
though his talk was free enough, as if he did not inten- 
tionally conceal anything; and he swam so smoothly 
through both deeps and shallows of his conversation, 
with puch a charming indifference to them, and such 
a graceful avoidance of all reefs, that his listener was 
not aware there was anything but the most thoughtless 
navigation through the current of his stories. 

But one day when the Doctor was making a visit to 
George's room, he eat down by the bedside for a few 
minutes to rest before leaving the hospital, since he 
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had finifihed liie TocrndB thrcmgfa the elleDt wardfi for 
that day. George lay in a dull stupor, bpeatbing 
heavily for a time, and then with a Jong sigh he roused 
himself, turning over impatiently, and showing his 
white, disfigured face, lighted with ite luminous, d^rk, 
Bearching eyes. 

'*I'm a pretty sick man, am I not, Doctor?'' he 
said, brightening, and displaying something of hia 
old careless grace. 

*' Yes," returned the Doctor kindly; **yon hxve borne 
a good deal of pain; but let us trust yon will come out 
as stitMig as ever.** 

He sighed and lay quiet for a time, as if studying 
the Doctor^s face. Then a dreamy look came into hrs 
eyes, softening the wild, unsteady light that burned 
there. He was thinking, lost in memories, perhaps 
touched with remorse, so the Doctor did not disturb 
his thoughts. 

"It 's wonderful," he broke out at last, as if recklessly 
eager to unburden his mind, — '* wonderful how the 
world turns round. I was just thinking how strange it 
is for me to be back here in Tenayee, — dying in the old 
hospital that never had any terrors for me when I used 
to look BO carelessly on these old brick walls, without 
even a thought of what was inside of them. I lived 
here once, but I never expected to come back again. 
The old place quite lost its charm for me before I left. 
By the way, tell me something about that Miss Warren, 
who came in here one day with you, and was taken so 
suddenly ill. She has turned nun or angel, I suppose, 
of late years. She used to have a sprinkling of both 
in her character when I knew her; but of course they 
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muHt have incrcoM'd since then, in Tiew of the circnm- 

Tlii^ I)oc*tor wnfl thoroughly roused, and relieved be- 
fii«li-s, Fiiicv (rt-ori;c* had chosen to talk of Lois, and had 
f<avf(l him the un|jh*asunt task of opening the subject 
which wuH upiM'fiiiOHt ill his mind, and which troubled 
hiiii Fon-lv. 

*' If you kn<'W Miss Warren once, I should say there 
is not much to t<.'Il. No description could do her jus- 
ticc, Khi* is Ko thoroughly good and delightful." 

** C), then nhc hnn turned angcl," said George. ** She 
was n't quite all that when I knew her, and yet ahe was 
a very nice little girl. I thought a good deal of her 
once myself." 

''Ah! tlicn you can tell me something about her. 
The mciiHjry of her must certainly be pleasant," said 
the Doctor, anxiously. 

*' () yiFf I <1on*t mind recalling the part Lois took in 
the little htory of my sojourn here. She was younger 
ill thoj=e (lays, — I dure say much more charming than 
fIjc is now. Girls bordering on old-maidhood some- 
tinx d (irow a trifle sour. Still, I don't know how it is 
with Lois. I wish she cared something for me now, 
for then I would have a capital nurse, at any rate; but 
of course it is not to bo expected, when our little affair 
came to such an ignominious end, — no tragic parting, 
no sentimental promises of eternal friendship or re- 
membrance, or such nonsense in it, — just a final, com- 
plete breaking off. She has mourned mo as dead, and 
I)lante(l my imaginary grave with forget-me-nots all 
these years, I suppose. But it could n't bo helped. It 
was better to let her think tliat than to tell her the 
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truth and have her lose her high estimate of me. A 
boyish prank would have turned me into a scoundrel 
in her eyes, and so I concluded that if it was not pru- 
dent for me to continue our acquaintance she had better 
think well of me than ill. 

"There is something rather pleasant in recalling our 
first meeting. It was some years ago, and not in this 
place either. Left an orphan early in life, I went to 
live in my uncle's family, where I was obliged to re- 
main and donate my services gratuitously for my 
maintenance until twenty-one. I received a little in- 
struction in chemistry in my uncle's drug-store, but 
when I attained my majority I left in disgust, feeling 
that the world would do more for me than my uncle, 
when I should at last reach his standard of usefulness. 
I drifted around for a year or two, saving a little to use 
when I should have an opportunity to finish my educa- 
tion in chemistry, until at last I obtained a position as 
freight agent at a little wharf on the San Joaquin. 

"It was a lonely life I led there, and a hard one 
too. I had a little house on the river margin, in which 
I employed my spare time, fitting it up comfortably, 
and storing it with books for companions when noth- 
ing better offered. Twenty times a day some little tug 
would come steaming up the river, towing a great old 
awkward barge, a sloop, or a schooner, with their in- 
evitable signals for me to be ready to receive some keg 
of molasses, or box of crackers or soap, and load them 
with my charge of potatoes, or salt beef, or tule-rushes. 
They had me up at all hours of the night, attending to 
the infernal little batches of freight that came in piece- 
meal, 80 that my strongest recoUeotion now of the 
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loiM-ly ri vor wharf in of the night scene when the tignal- 
]i;!ht nhoiH* lik«' n (^lowiiii; wliite Htar high up above tho 
Phtlrss, ilurk watiTH, find of the Inntenifl lighting up 
up the ro'i^h ^ahliwMiil of th(3 freight-house, in the 
<liN)r of which uiy k< y grated ho aggravating often, and 
wh(*rr the mlutniiH of my o|)en cntry-lxwk continually 
len^thenrd. Twice a week the BUiamers stopped to 
ex«'haiip* mail or pa8m*nger8, and then I got a glimpse 
of ( ivihzation, for the jx^oplc from the surrounding 
dihtricts, for whom I had to do all this drudgery, came 
line kin;; around, often accompanied hy their women- 
folk h, anxiouH for their letterfl, expecting friends, or 
reiidy fir a journey tliemsclves; so that I always 
](N>k«'il forward to the Hteamcr-day with a glow of satis- 
f:i(tion. Am for company, I didn't have any, except 
the * I)iit<-h hdyn/ who lived in a cahin up the river, 
wh«Tf* they eau^^lit fiuckcrs. They soinetinncs came 
down to enliv(-n me with a tunc on their accordion, 
which Hcrvrd to attract a f<;w loungers to tho spot, and 
tlicn I usually put in a pretty good day or evening, with 
i'i;;.'irs, and plenty of help when the Ix)at8 came. 

" Hut one nij^ht I wa8 all alone, sitting rather dis- 
consolately out on the edge of the wharf, swinging my 
le;^s over the water, and looking abnentl}' up tho hroad 
river nhut in hy itH dark, low hanks fringed with 
nodding UilvA. It was a pleasant sort of evening, I 
reineinher, warm and balmy, with just a soft breeze 
Ftirrin^ gently in the ru.shoR, and skimming with an 
added fn.'HhncHH down the wide, level expanse of water. 
The great marshy tule-grown valley stretched out for 
miles each Hid«; of the curving stream, but all was hid- 
den in the darkness, except the palo lights here and 
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there on the sarbjoe of Ibe Txr-er^ ^:^ov33ag its iartoDOB 
eonrse between the mkr bl&ek £ihor<e& I W2£ lihiiikixig 
even in the midjst of inj BC/litnd^ tiiai iLere wa^ a ^ioe 
fascination in thiil Idxid -of ]ife, if onlj soiDclhiiig 
might come alc^ig to «xliTen it onee in a irhile, and 
make it somewhat pleasaxil, when tbe dull buzz and 
quick, ghort puffii^g of tlM; bopeiesslj frequent tug 
came across the windiDg riTer, and in a minute the 
familiar sight of the dark fi<»ating object, with its shorty 
thick Bmoke-stack scsktienu^ trails of fiery sparks and 
black wreaths of soot against tbe sky, presented itself. 
It made no end of noise, this particular steam affair, 
BO that it was not until its snorting and puffing hushed 
itself into a low, steady hiss when it turned off steam 
that I heard voices singing, UDCommonly sweet and 
clear, behind it. 

"As the tug drew up to the wharf, I saw that it had 
in tow, not the usual barge, but a small pleasureK;raft, 
filled almost to the capsizing point with pretty young 
girls and attentive young men, and one or two 'elder- 
lies* to keep things straight. They were on a little ex- 
cursion up the river, undecided where they would stop 
to wait for the late moon-rise before going back. When 
the tug stopped, an idea seized some one in the pleas- 
ure-boat, and the proposition was made that they part 
company with the tug and explore the wharf, without 
going farther. You can readily imagine that my con- 
sent was easily obtained, and I was so agitated and 
eager to receive the boat-load of beauty in 2)roper style 
that my duty toward the tug-boat's freight almost 
slipped my mind; at any rate, if my idea of duty did 
not become slippery, my hands or the greasy soft-soap 
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keg did, for the thing escaped my bold, and with a 
regounding l>oom and a heavy splash it dropped down 
IxfFide the tinjlK.*r8 of the wharf, and sank into the 
rooking, ppumy waters lx,*low. There was some explo- 
sive pwearing and premonitions of a storm between the 
tug's crew and myself, but I avoided trouble by pay- 
ing for the loss, and let the tug go on her way up the 
river, ploughing inky-black furrows tipped with edges 
of foam in the water, and showing her course miles 
away up the broad, winding stream by the dull red 
glow and the storm of flying sparks from her smoke- 
stack. 

"Ashamed as I was of my exhibition of awkward- 
ness, regretful as I was of my loss, the thing almost 
vanished from my mind, and I was glad of its occur- 
rence before my visitors left the wharf. First of the 
girls who came out of the boat was a trim, bright little 
lady in a dark blue boating-dress, pretty and snjiling 
as a picture, helped tenderly by a very attentive ancient 
beau who seemed to worship her, while I stood by and 
held the lantern. Capital idea that was, for I sized 
them all up as they came along tbe plank. But I was 
smitten with the first girl. I almost fell in love with 
her before she reached the wharf, — with her foot, i>er- 
haps. more properly speaking. It was small and neat 
and shapely, with the dnintiest little ankle imaginable, 
and she put it out timidly at first, and then drew back 
before stepping from the j)lank, but at last gaining 
courage, planted it firmly on the wharf, — all of which 
gave me a first-class opportunity to get a look at it. 
She had a friend, — this charming maiden with the 
pretty foot, — and the friend was a sly girl, slender and 
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willowy and red-haired, with a fine white face and an 
exasperatingly cool habit of exacting her own way, — 
and getting it too. These two were the life of the party. 
Miss Nellie Minton, — by the way, I met her last spring 
on a ferry-boat in the upper country, wholly unchanged, 
and the circumstance recalled vividly that night of our 
first meeting on the river wharf; but as I was going to 
say, Miss Minton set herself up for queen of the crowd, 
which claim was readily recognized by Miss Lois War- 
ren, the youthful school-ma'am teaching her first school 
at Locustville, and out with this party of friends to spend 
^ week or so of her vacation at some little town on the 
river. But the gentlemanly side of the comjjany wor- 
shipped the maid of honor to the queen more than the 
potentate herself, — and I for once sided with the mascu- 
line portion of the community in their way of thinking. 
It happened that I had had a previous slight acquaint- 
ance with one of the gentlemen in the boat, so introduc- 
tions followed, and all restraint wore ofi* in the ensuing 
good feeling. 

"Fortunately the * Dutch boys' took it into their 
heads to come down to the wharf that evening, and we 
heard the faint strains of their accordion falling sweetly 
on the night air while they were still away ofi^, follow- 
ing the narrow, winding trail that led through the tall, 
damp tule-rushes. But the spirit of the music was 
BuflBcient to arouse every one, and when the * Dutch 
boys' arrived, they were astonished to find us whirling 
lightly up and down the firm boards of the wharf to 
the time of the quick, sweet waltz they were playing. 

" Perhaps our case would not have been so serious as 
it afterward proved to be had it not been for something 
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the merry liitio 0chool-m*am did. I cut oat all ad- 
inirorR, and necurcd t}io second dance with her, and 
nftf*r it, while walking up and down the wharf, — we 
h:id no m*atH, except a dozen sacks of potatoes awaiting 
shipment, and tlicHe were already occupied as such, 
njiK h to the pnjudice of the tulxjrs, — sho expressed 
hftu'lf 8o fiwcetly wynipjithetic for my accident with 
the w>ap-harrel that I felt at once I had never seen be- 
fore puch an exquiHitely fine, sensitive nature as hen, 
and conflf^qiiently I tumhled straight as the soap-keg, 
— not into the river, hut into love. 

" I was wrought up to the wildest pitch. Excusing 
myB^:lf, I went into my little house and tore out a 
montirs supply of delicacies, made coffee and choco* 
late, spread the tahle, the length of which I helped out 
wonderfully with lx)ardH, and when the moon was ris- 
ing up out of the endless plain of tule-marsh that 
stretched out hoth sides through the great San Joaquin 
Valh*y, I invited my guestfl in for refreshments. It 
was the crowning suceess of the evening. I was the 
join en t heHt fellow on the river, they all said, and I — 
well I was younger then, and I enjoyed it hugely. As 
hoHt, I could take my pick of the girls, — having none 
iiiyHelf, - -and of coutkc I chose I-Hjis, enlisting the help 
of Nellie Mirjton in my l>ehalf. 

"I sat henide Lois at tahle, the elderly admirer on 
one Fide mildly suhniitting to njy appropriation of his 
pretty girl an a matter of course; for most assuredly 
an old fellow, prosy and slow and dry, could n't stand 
alongside <>( me in such a conquest, when the fire of my 
young hlorxl was up and I was Ixjnt on victory. It was 
not to be thought of, because of course Lois was predis- 
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posed in favor of 3roiing fellows. An old man would n't 
do for her, even if she was a smart little school-ma'am 
with plenty of practical ideas." 

The Doctor mentally flinched- Creorge's words strack 
him like a hlow, though to be sure he had come to a 
similar conclusion himself. He turned very red, and 
nervously drew out his yellow gloves, — those dear old 
half-soiled gloves, with Lois's own neat little stitches 
in the fingers. The sight of them soothed him won- 
derfully after this fresh wound his sore heart had 
received, and unconsciously he clasped them with a 
loving pressure to his great manly breast while Greorge 
continued with his story. 

"When I begged that she would do the honors of 
the feast by pouring out the cofifee and dishing up the 
preserves, she complied with a readiness the sweetest 
possible, and added the one wanting touch to make our 
night revel as refined and romantic as it was merry and 
gleeful. She sat with such lady-like composure, yet 
such a charming air of proprietorship, and dished up 
the viands, smiling and joining lightly in the conversa- 
tion as she passed the cups around, her blue eyes bright 
with animation, and her fair face visited every second 
by a host of freakish dimples I By Jove I as I sat there 
and watched her behind the big, steaming coffee-pot, 
and received such gentle, kind acknowledgment to 
every attention I bestowed, I made up my mind then 
and there to have a little table of ray own some 
day, presided over by this same charming, fiiir- faced 
little school-ma'am. The idea may bo laughable now, 
but I was young then. I presume you know how it 
is yourself, Doctor. Quite likely you had just such 



3G0 AROUND THE GOLDEN DEEP. 

thoughts when you were a young man with fresh feel- 
ings and hopes." 

Th(^ Doctor turned to adjust the shade at the window, 
thinking Horrowfully all the while of his own dead, faded 
dream of love. He was not ashamed because it had 
eonie when he was no longer youthful and full of Btrong, 
young ho[x>; and yet the story that George was telling 
so carelessly for liis amusement was growing strangely 
painful hy coming irreverently and harshly close to his 
own cherished secret. 

** O no; it was not strange that you should have had 
such a hope," he replied absently, revolving in his mind 
the thought that other men had cherished just such 
dreams and hopes of Lois as he, and vaguely wonder- 
ing — perhaps a little impatiently — if these dreams 
had held for others such a sacred loveliness as for him. 

"Well, I suppose none of us will ever forget that 
night," continued (Jcorge, warming up to his story again, 
"At any rate, two of us will not, — Lois and myselt 
It was one of those rare seasons of life when all care 
and responsibility seem to vanish, and the hour is one 
of unalloyed, childlike enjoyment, with a full capacity 
of appreciation. Lois told me afterward that it was 
one of the very happiest she had ever known. Well, 
well; Lois was a thoroughly good little girl, after all. 
Somehow it rather stirs me up to recall that night, 
even yet. 

*' The prettiest picture in all my recollection of Lois, 
except perhaps the time when she came up the plank 
and showed her neat little foot, was the parting one that 
night when the moon bad risen high into the sky, flood- 
ing with light the level, swampy valley, and converting 
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the dark, restless river into a smooth, broad, glorious 
stream of silver. 

" She stood on the edge of the wharf, surrounded by 
the picturesque mystery of the moonlit plain beyond 
the dark farther shore, her trim, shapely figure out- 
lined against the water, and the cool breeze that had 
sprung up playing listlessly with the little brown curls 
around her face. The boys in the boat below, who 
were getting it ready for embarkation, just then struck 
up the sweet, haunting music of their boat-song. A 
silence fell over the waiting groups as the deep, rich 
voices rose above the ripple of the waters washing 
against the piles of the wharf, and Lois stood quiet, 
her face turned toward the silvery expanse of water 
in a dreamy reverie, and the moonlight showering 
down around her, touching her fair, round cheek, and 
lighting up her face with a strange new beauty." 

The Doctor turned away again, but not with a pain- 
ful thought. Had he not seen Lois in one of those 
same sweet musings that day, when, as he was driving 
away from the little red school-house, he turned and 
saw her standing under the locust-trees, looking dream- 
ily out toward the blue line of far-ofi^ hills? He had 
sometimes wondered if Lois seemed so gentle and lovely 
to others as she looked to him, when lost in those fanci- 
ful thoughts. He had his answer now. It was not a 
product of the loving esteem in which he held her, for 
others had seen her thus, and had felt the delightful 
spell that he had known. It was indeed a reality. 

*' I always like to think of Lois as she looked then," 
George went on. " I have a little picture of both her 
self and her character in the thought; for when the 
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8ong died away and she turned toward me, I naturally 
8U[>i>oscd that bIio would roino out of that sentimental 
n^verie, her vyvs heavy with tears. But no: her face 
wuH cheerful and bright as ever, and ber voice musical 
in its 8teadineps« when she held out her hand, saying 
cordially, * My hand for goo<l night, and the many 
thanlcH which I cannot express/ ' But not good by, I 
hoiH?,' said I, app<»alingly. * May I not sec you again?' 
8!ie hesitated a moment, and then I asked permission 
to call upon hrr, whi(;h she granted. 

'*! wait4'd that night out on the deserted wharf until 
the Kong of the boat's crew, faint and far, was hushed 
in the Fplash and gurgle far down the river, thinking, 
with a pleasure indescribable, of this happy diversion 
from my UHual lonely life. 

" But that was about the last of mv sol'tude. I soon 
left tlie wharf, and came here, — to bo near Lois, and 
to study chemistry. In a few months we were engaged, 
and 3'()U can imagine my trips over to Locustvillc be- 
canjc pretty frequent, and my circle of acquaintances 
there corrcHpondingly large. Confound it all! I might 
have escaped this miserable doom if I had stayed here 
and learned of Ix)is how to bo better. She had a won- 
dcTful influence over me for good. But fate denied 
me just at the time when I was most happy in my in- 
fatuation for her, and was enjoying hugely my escapes 
from the snares set by a handsome, black-eyed widow 
over hero in Tcnayce, whom nobody knew anything 
about. 

" But to make a clean breast of it, I got into difficul- 
ties which forced mo to move out of town for good. I 
was friendly with a set of medical students who some- 



times got up f5i» jkns wt -p^aas-z xx>Sl ^xm» I bqpl ;» 
horse, — pciniapfilly lo laaf -rwer is* LispisCTtlk- focr^oc 
five times m ivwk. — I -^aem ^zaasiS. ^nfstL A j«?q >dC ^0$ 
kept oar horses^ m ^a- fuscmv ^ m. ibiik' c^l s&ibSi v^ 
was half crazr. aivars •inn^ xda t^cSx? ikto ;ii »!i;inI 
dog. We had a q^aaviK^ w^xl Ms^ erecy tiasae v^ v;juii^e^ 
our horsesy and a$ icj tdsbs wk- caiiKS mv^^:i<em^ I 
coQEeqaentlj had more inmi&le viih him uhan (W 
others. He acciticd ib5 e£ hpeakiDg his ]S»lce^^ a:ad rtd« 
log over Lis garden-paleh. in language ihal inits riMir^ 
than stroDg; and so one night ve bojrs goi (tre^Uy w^II 
fired op, and detcvmincd to LaTe the tun ot doing 
a little of the mischief he acensed ns of perpietratii^g. 
I got some poison from the chemicals I worked with^ 
and in a body we set oot to the old manV barn^ whero» 
he kept a snarling boll-dog ready to be turned loose on 
us when the old wretch's whim dictated* We wera 
intending to feast this precious animal on a piece i\t 
meat thickly buttered with strychnine, but the vilo 
thing made a disturbance, and we just escaped out* 
and-out detection by beating a rapid retreat. In my 
hurry I dropped the bottle of poison on the hay, with 
the cork out, and of course the stuff was spilled, and i^o 
after that the old fellow's chickens mysteriously tliod 
off in great numbers, and a valuable cow ptissod in hor 
checks for the great unknown. It was an unfortunato 
piece of business, but doubly so for mo; for whou tho 
bottle was found, it bore the label of tho ilnig-atoru 
where I pursued by studies, and also private inurkH 
in my handwriting, and so of course suspicion poiuttHl 
directly to me as tho agent of the wrong. I hud lioon 
on the worst possible terms with tho old muUi and 
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honcc I inu8t have maliciously poisoned his hay for 
rt*veng(\ I had plenty of friends in the place who 
were willing to Htick to ine, but I was only interested 
in keeping the nialtifr from a public airing. I knew if 
I were even accused of such a thing it would break 
Ixiis's heart and destroy our happiness. She would 
know — for she was not a love-blind maiden — that I 
had had pomething to do with the controversy in a re- 
mote port of way, since I had once or twice related my 
quarrels with the old man, and she had steadily advised 
me to find another pasture for my horse. But the thing 
could nH be helped. I had to keep it quiet or lose Lois, 
for she could never accept me if a suspicion rested 
on my name, nor endure the ugly process of the court 
to estiiblLili my innocence. If I had had money, the 
trouble would have vanished immediately, but I was 
poor, and did n't dare to borrow; so I had to bear the 
consequences of my foolish prank. 

" Finally the old man sent me word that if I didn't 
leave town in a Wfck he would prosecute me. I think 
he was afraid of me, and preferred the freedom from 
my company in town to my punishment. Ho was 
imiversally disliked, and I probably should have got 
clear if he had carried out his threats; but if I had to 
lose Lois, I preferred doing it in the way most agreeable 
to myself; and so, since I had a good offer to go to the 
mines, I determined to take it and cut loose from the 
old ties forever. 

"Nellie Minton was in Locustvillo on a second visit 
just then, and lici; cu I availed myself of my old ally in 
this extremity. Tlierc had been a certain sympathy 
between us f/o:n the lirst. She had been Lois's friendf 
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and had divulged little secrets to roe, and helped me 
along somewhat in my suit, for which I assure you she 
lost nothing. 

"The scheming minx had heard a rumor of the dif- 
ficulty from a special source of gossip, or I should have 
been very clear of giving her an inkling of it; hut since 
she already knew something, the best way to stop her 
prying was to tell her enough to satisfy her notion of 
the thing. So I told her the danger I was in, and j(ot 
her to arrange my departure. I was hurriedly called 
away, she was to say, but I was to return in a few 
days. This I was supposed to have told her nt nn 
accidental meeting as I was leaving town. 8ho had 
friends in the place whither I was bound, and henco 
that fact would establish a subsequent source of news 
from me through her. She was to give my farewell to 
Lois, and assure the devoted girl of my inability to see 
her before I went, and that I would call immediately 
after my return and explain the lucky business ven- 
ture that called me away. I wrote her a short not« 
also, but to avoid suspicion I had to abridge it greatly, 
and trust the most lengthy explanations to Nellie. 

"Of course, by a fortnight conjectures were ex- 
hausted about the delay in my return, and even the 
most incredulous believed that something of a serious 
nature had detained me. A letter from Nellie, from the 
city where she had sent it to be posted, informed mo that 
Lois was nearly frantic with anxiety, and regardless of 
appearances intended to start herself or send a mes- 
senger to the place whither I was supposed to have 
gone. She never for a moment doubted that I was in 
need of her help, and that insurmountable obstacles 
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f()r(*o(I my silence. Poor Lois! She was bo irnstfiil 
and loving, I was Boiry to give her pain. 

'' So then I had to make the final stroke and close 
my career for pood, and llius prevent Lois's intention 
of rend(Ting aid in the unknown trouble that detained 
me. The newH came indirectly through Nellie's friends 
that I had Ix^en drowned in the Ban Joaquin imme- 
diately on my arrival at that town. At first I had 
myHterioufily dinappcared, and then, after several days, 
the body of an unknown man had been found in the 
river, — it quite often happens that such is the case, — 
but it was so far decomposed as to prevent recognition, 
although from the size it might possibly have been 
mine. Of course all of the rumors from Nellie's friends 
wen^ fabrications, except tlie finding of the dead stran- 
ger; but it Imd to l>e fixed up that way in order to 
make the thing more certain, for if there was much of 
a doubt Lois would be sure to investigate. The body 
was buried, and since the place where I was supposed 
to have nu;t my untimely end was a long distance from 
Tenayee, of course no one had a chance to inquire into 
the facts at all; and when, afterward, Lois went to find 
my supposed last resting-place, with a little sum that 
she had saved to erect a stone and fix it up a bit, no 
one could point out the exact spot where the stranger 
was buried, — nor tell her anything of the alleged 
rumors, either, I '11 warrant. But of course the trust- 
ful girl was satisfied with what she knew, for she felt 
certain that I would have come to her if in the land 
of the living. 

" Poor Lois! I trust she enjoyed herself hugely 
spending the money on ribbons and such things. And 
that was the end of our little romance. 
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"As for me, I went off to I3ae maK&. »i2 \^xmm^ 

interested in ores, I hare tnLT>i3]ed 2i0mai ^rszjoss^^ 
since then all over the coa^ faes^ r%aacc;aKr kj^^^S' 
ful as an assayer. It was not kc^ usSx*: ti*»: mtw jufe 
swallowed up the old, aiMl I iodc fec^sd tfA::5f^* Ifx 

what I supposed to be mj bfdKsi Least. Tusc. beUi^ 
my first serioos affair, of coorxe I d^ i^A ^sjdf^rt^JuA^ 
how soon one can be comforted witii a s^^jcvd. X iiar^ 
had several since, one desperatdj earxKist viad;^ tunit^ 
out miserably for me, and far more iki i'jr ti*^ <itb^ fei' 
low in the game, a% I happen Ut tiu/u,^ 

His eyes, that had gazed so calmly cm tb*: I»c-tgr^s 
quiet face, grew dark and wild and uwtrUrady viib his 
last words, as if his mind, grcfwn wc-ak with *iuflVriii|5, 
was roused to painful madness by tliese mcnjoric-K. 

The Doctor tried to calm him, and lead hi« thoughts 
back to Ix)is, and the restful sweetness afeso^;IaU;d with 
her. Rising to go, and arranging in his usuuJ hurried 
way his medicine-case, he said, " Have you never heard 
from your friends here since you left?*' 

George sank back on his pillow with a Hgh, tihowing 
his relief that he had not betrayed hiniself by ventur- 
ing farther on dangerous ground. He closed bin eyes 
as if soothed by the older, sweeter memories of Jyois and 
his first youthful love, and as if willing to rej:x)8e in its 
comforting tranquillity. 

"O yes," he said, in answer to the Doctor's question; 
** indirectly I have heard, several times. But the events 
in which I figured have faded out most completely 
by this time, I presume; and 3'et to me, coming to this 
town and reviving again its slumbering memories, the 
past rises up before me as if it were but yesterday that 
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I walked the streets of Locustville; and I can see a^ 
plainly as if they lay before me all those old, dead 
scenes of my life, — the rolling hills, treeless and stuh- 
ble-grown, the quaint green gardens, and the blossom- 
ing, feathery-leaved trees that lined the shady streets, 
the white, winding roads, and even those first pictures 
of the night-time on the river at the little wharf, robbed 
now of everything wearisome and lonely, and surrounded 
by a vague, sweet charm, new yet full of all its ancient 
magic, like the returning, faint, for echoes of some long- 
forgotten melody." 



CHxPTXi xx^rz 




Ott where the woodiand steeped the pure, dear 

nxyuntidn air with the sweet ErcnxiiL of the pine, Loie 
spent tnanj hoim of the cool, bright dajs thast followed 
Ler return hoxDe,loo}LiDg with a new interest on the land- 
scape that held so much of grandeur and tender heautr 
for her eyes. All her dierifiihed memones of those 
majestic scenes lost their charm when compared to the 
reality, she felt; and jet there was something lacking, 
— something she had expected to £nd in her native 
hills which she still missed. She loved to be alone in 
those davs. Tha« was a dreamy charm in wander- 
ing throu^ the still pine woods, with no other com- 
panion than her own thoughts and memories, seeing 
how, during the years of her absence, this narrow 
creek had worn a deeper, darker channel through the 
cafion; bow that old tree had lost its leaves and green 
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brnnchcR forever, and stood naked and riven against 
the Bky that had once nourished it bo tenderly with 
refroHliin)? rain and warming sun; and how some old 
trail she had followed in her childhood had lost itself 
in a rank, tall growth of ferns and grasses. She surely 
lov(»d her own |K'ople with the same fervency as of old, 
and yet she realized that her life had somehow grown 
a))art from theirs, and in those thoughts and feelings 
slie longed to entertain they could have no share. Her 
life needed something which the old home — though 
IKjrfect and inexpressibly dear to her still — could not 
supply. She tried to persuade herself she had out- 
grown it; that the expansion of her feelings needed 
yet other interests and hopes; that her little school of 
children, every one of whose childish, innocent faces 
were dear to her, the friends in that little valley town 
far away, and her all-absorbing work, had so grown 
into her life that the old home, though incomparably 
dearer than all these, could not quite compensate her 
for the loss of them. 

It was in a measure true. She had outgrown a good 
deal of the old life; and yet why was it that most 
of the years that intervened held but little part 
in her cherished memories? The truth was, that she 
did not want to understand herself. She scarcely 
dared to admit the truth, and so she strove to explain 
away her feelings with whatever excuse she could. 
The time had come when, although her home and her 
own people held their old share in her affections, there 
was still another place unfilled, one which she had 
thought could never be occupied again after the loss 
of her early love, the emptiness of which made her 
life imperfect and lonely. 
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The shock of discovering Greorge's unfcith fulness to 
her trustful love had been severe at first, but it had 
quickly given place to happier, more peaceful feelings. 
Always in her thoughts of that awful day she bad 
unconsciously taken refuge in the Doctor's protecting 
friendship, and it gave her a comfort that served al- 
most as a recompense for all the pain she had suffered. 
" After all," she thought, " the wound in my heart was 
no longer fresh, and had left only its scar, which 
throbbed sometimes with the old pain- Years hud 
passed, and both the sorrow and the joy I once ft -It 
had been worn away by my busy life into only a 
sacred memory, and at the last it held no active part 
in my feelings or my hopes, though I fondly imagined 
it satisfied my whole life." 

Looking back, the first years she had spent at Ix>cust- 
villa seemed like a dream, receding farther and farther 
into the past. She could dwell calmly on the old 
scenes that had once held such a mighty power over 
her young heart, and smile coldly on the strange cljann 
which then enchained her. And yet that last summer 
somehow came back to her in rare, sweet glimpw's of 
joy which she could not put aside. " It was because 
the Doctor was so good to me, after all the years of 
sorrow I had lived through alone," she thought. '' I 
am strong, but for that very reason it seems a relief 
which is almost a delight to put away the burdens for 
a little while, and lean trustingly in the dark hours 
of weariness and discouragement on some good, tried 
friend who is loyal and earnest in every thought and 
word. How kindly he helped me when that last bitter 
stroke came that shut out of my past all its sad but 



372 AROUXD THE GOLDEN DEEP. 

nacred Rwcctness! The unetpoken synipathy be gs^e 
mo was more and better than an3rthing be could ba^ 
paid. I can never he grateful enough to my good 
friend." But Fhe did not realize how far she bad al- 
lowtnl him to enter into her heart, bo that when the 
time came for liis help and kindness, be bad been 
in a position to render her the mute sympathy which 
she could accept. "The Doctor is peculiar,** she 
thought, while trying to explain her own feelings, and 
excuse them somewhat to herself. " One could never 
regard him as an ordinary person. He is so constant, 
so upright, so kind, and yet so different from every one 
else; somehow every event in our acquaintance is as 
firmly fixed in my memory as if I had a vital interest 
in it. From that day when I first saw him driving 
tlirough the streets of Locustville, the picture he made 
in my mind has but gained greater interest with every 
BubFequent meeting, until I really feel as if it were 
Bomotbing very pleasant, and happened just as I would 
like to have had it, considering how I have come to re- 
spect the Doctor since. I am glad it made an impres- 
Bion on my mind, and yet I do so wonder why it did. 
I cannot explain it, and cannot be thankful enough 
that he was so friendly in those last bitter days of the 
revival of old thoughts and feelings. I should have 
sunk utterly in despairing sorrow but for the thought 
of him which sustained me. It is because his char- 
acter is so strangely kind, that it fastens itself on one's 
mind strongly and irresistibly." Yet Lois would not 
admit that it was because she missed the Doctor that 
her old home had lost something of its satisfying charm. 
Still less would she acknowledge that it had anything 
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to do wi& Ler loudneBB £or XiociBrdlk .aiiL xnf rrmei 
rural Boenes. fihe toid lierself toa: fiJK jurFeL r jjesszHip. 
tbe best of her liappineK tiiereimL nsr mKTa^jn^nsQri*3f 
had utterly and niMserabiy -pensofai auc duf^' rxr irv^ 
must grow more or ie» nr out -en ijru i im eii& ic^L f^zr 
everr-dflT aaeociiitionE. ^it iiaL ttsj^istisl isrmi* ft 
that difiapfpointed afi«ciiorj 1£j its: aofloH^ jaonT*. i«^ 
cause ii£ fBTniliar JeatnPBE iiad HgrifHarad ixtsziraferrv^ u. 
her empty heart. 

Asd fiitDng there XLiinur ii. iiMr stIL usaifisii' ^■vit*r)ic><^ 
BO ntterlT removed dErom iiif: ixdnisies: 0: iiji* ;#iivr 
world. Luis let xhe tender heonry of nsrrxn? iJ. iiT^iinu. 
her poor imo her iiean a soo^mig i«esi!!3«-. uhl svih^n. jlX 
its sa8Tvw£. rut hQ}»&fe. ii^ fBg*^. um. »imiffiiiDJC .'xjtu 
and txostfiil and h^ipj. ioic Tiiin^- 1, Trrrt* Tijue. xtLr 
reclining in sumfr Jii08t-ctfv*!r»«* xai^ ol 1. wtl .*f rrxy, 
ragged roc'kfi, and iraxcldnf ';2e iiiias ir 'Li*?- I^jl'JjUul 
aommer reil the: XDomzlsiEtf ii. 1. siiuni a: ysr^ siijx'k:^^ 
and when^ as the daj derfinea 121s -ijj^ 7!C aitTr rtrit i'^ 
aslant npon ihe taiZigLi-^-ViwrJ:^ p»:tk«. $be ^ulv^ it 
grow thicker and mcr*- parkce ir. ri»f- fjkiZirj^ •'-*^-^ *"*^ 
change into a LrigLt zidst o^rer all tirje Ixoid^fCskpeK Wae 
the pearly blooQ upocL t2^r bic/€Cfe$a of* tbe gn&pe> th« 
thought would come. "* How gr^jindly beaauful ;( is up 
here! — eo wild, so bocndless, and so free, like on«*« 
visions of the celestial mountains'*: and then with a 
little pang her fond heart would return to other scenes 
in the far-away valley, as if afraid that by her moment- 
ary forgetfolness she had been disloyal in her love for 
them. 

For often there returned to her remembrances of that 
pleasant valley country, with its pretty homes, its bios- 
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Fomin? ^ardenf, nn^l if« quaint, pir^n orrhanlf, doHing 
th^* } rffi*] € xpanw» of jr'»lr|en grain-fiHd« that Ftrptc!H*d 
f;ir an'l fii'l-* ov^r t*i^ rolling i»lop*-«: an'l thoughts alw 
of th" ^j»ii"t vil!':jr^', itf« l»roafl. th.i*ly flre^-ts leading out 
jir^t many trim, iifat hotip^^, until at laM t her ended 
in tfi*» wi'l'* pi«itt;rfH wh'-re the road grew hard and 
i«iiux>th. and the l^nf-j-trewn sidewalks gave plare to 
narrow paths alonj? th^ f«*n<*f.'F and f»eiieath tlie phelter- 
in'j l<K-!jKt«. And <-!;i"f aiiiong tho«? plearant scenes 
(she r#*''all«*<l th** hoiij<*warfl ilrives she had taken with 
th'* I)fK*tor, wlifn the day grew late and the sunlight 
wan waning into a Fuhdii<.*d and mellow splendor. The 
atruoaplifn* of contentment and peace which the Doc- 
tor always hrotiglit with him associated itself with the 
mf*mori*'8 of those tinies, and hrought a quiet rapture 
unlike anything she had ever felt before. And so no 
wonder slie liked to return to those scenes, when with 
the reeoll<*etion of the endless apple orchards by the 
roadnide, sliadowy with rich, dark leaves that hid the 
rijM,*nii)g fruit, the low huzz of the Ixjcs flying slowly in 
and out Ix'twc^en the fence-pickets from the orlorous 
elover-lxfdF, the sunlight fluttering in a soft glory of 
tender green and fretted gold on the feathery leaves 
of the locust avenues, and the drowsy, evening quiet 
gathering plowly as they drove along, there came back 
also the tlirill of joy and tranquillity that eeemed 
sweeter and lovelier with each returning. 

The hard and hitter experiences Ijois had borne were 
all forgotten, and her early youth renewed, when she 
and the girls rummaged through the old garret after 
lxx)ks and pictures they had enjoyed in their child- 
hood, or searched through the hay-scented bam foit 
nests of eggB. 
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They all a cem ed Iiq be «k> proud of ber, bd kind, bo 
loving. Not a dbadeof the old lore bad died out of tboir 
hearts, and tber took up tbeir former life right where 
it had ended. Ab! what evenings tber had, seated 
around the tladng beartb, recalling the old tirtiee, liv- 
ing again in the br-gone-dars! Loie bad maur things 
to tell; how busy her life bad been, bow htipjnr ecmie- 
timee, at others bow sad and lonelr. And tberj tlie 
girls would think of ionumerable queBtions to avk 
about the people tber bad met in Locufe-trille on their 
short visits to Lois there, and Jobn — iui«cheivous, 
kind-heart*Kl, faithful John — would make soixie ai>- 
surd remark which would set the company all 1o 
laughing, and tlie long evening would sr-aro<:'3y Jiieein 
to have begun before the ash-froeted wj^jf^Tn orj llje 
hearth, and Aunt Jemima also, warned them tliat 
people sometimes went to bed at nigljt. Trro. thre^r^ 
often four reminders hsA to be given lx;fore they oould 
be persuaded to disperse, and then only oo compulwon 
from I>ois, who would assure Aunt Jemima, whose 
kind face would sometimes look a little weary and 
troubled, that they would all be safely out of the way 
in five minutes, and the promise was always kept. 

Dear, good Aunt Jemima! Many were the tiilks she 
and Lois had alone. Lois scarcelv realized that this 
kind aunt was not really her own mother. She had 
never known another home, and cherished but a dim 
remcmVjrance of some one long ago who used to call 
her his own dear little l>lue-eyed girl. Her father had 
been a minister, whose field of labor lay in the old town 
near Lucky Streak. There, in the little willow-mantled 
church now mouldering into ruin, he had preached for 
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B4?v«*ral years, working bravely, and atriving to bear up 
against the loss of his young wife and the many dis- 
couragements of his hard lot. But finally, while Lois 
wah almost a hahy still, he fell Bick, his aensitive spirit 
iinahle alone to Imttle against adversity. He lingered 
for several niontliH, nursed kindly by his wife's eldest 
ifister, Mrs. Robinson, and at last died, leaving his little 
girl to the caru an<I protection of her loving aunt. From 
him Ix>iH inherited all the poetry and sentiment of her 
nature, much of the pitying charity, and the strong 
and changeless afiection. And so around her adopted 
home twined all the close, unseverable ties which child* 
hood had formed and after years had strengthened. 

Lois had been homo a week or more, when one even* 
ing the stage-driver handed down a letter for her, post- 
marked Locustville, that made her heart beat faster 
and her eyes shine, as she looked at the superscription 
and failed to recognize Mrs. Mills's hastily written 
direction. The girls teased her a little about her agita- 
tion and the delicate blush that betrayed her, suggest- 
ing a l>eau, and the like; but Lois, almost oblivious of 
it all, escaped to her own room where she could read 
lier letter in jx^ace. She hardly dared to open it for 
fear of disap|>ointmcnt, she was so anxious that it 
Fhould prove to be from Dr. Knapp; but at last, gather- 
ing courage, (fhe was rewarded by finding that it was. 
" Whether it will please you or not to know that your 
vacation has l)een lengthened, I cannot say, but I will 
venture to guess," ho wrote; " and I think it will. At 
any rate, it pleases me. I know that you are in need 
of it, and I feel that a few weeks of rest and change 
will do much to bring back the sparkle to your eyes 
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which so roan J months of constant tml had somewhat 
worn away. However, vou have no choice now, for tlie 
trustees have decided that school shall begin two weeks 
later than was at first intended, the new roof taking 
more time than was expected. As you already know, 
the suggestion of making repairs was not made until 
nearly time for school to begin, and then it was calcu- 
lated that a week or two would be ample time to com- 
p.ete them. But that was a mistake, and your school 
must commence more than a month late. It seems 
almost like a providential delay, since thereby your 
kindness to Mrs. Mills did not compel you to forego 
your much desired visit home. 

" To you, far away amid other scenes, my thought 
often wanders; for into my solitary life few friends like 
you have ever come, and when I miss you, I thereby 
miss much of the sunshine that brightens my way." 
Lois liked that last paragraph. She lingered over it 
without reading farther for a moment, unconsciously 
fearful that the Doctor might spoil the thrill of pleas- 
ure it gave her by some dignified expression of his 
feelings, which would make her feel quite like a merry 
child whose lively play he missed. He had often done 
this, when by some tender thought, expressed with 
gentle feeling, she bad felt her heart stirred strangely 
by his words; and then, as if suddenly remembering 
to whom he spoke, he would quickly change his mood, 
and rudely dissolve the spell by the utterance of soino 
commonplace thought. And now, more than ever she 
longed to keep that little touch of sweetnops, nmrrod 
as it was by the fear that the Doctor did nut quite 
mean what he wrote; that in his next Bentcnco ho 
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wrnilil po qualify it 00 to take away all its heA force 
find meaning. These feelings were 00 onconacioiidj 
inclulgifl that Ix>i8 did not for a moment realize why 
she paused and looked out upon the aeene below her 
window, where the hostler was liitehing fresh horses to 
the great, untiring stage, and the dimly lighted lamps 
oast a warm, yellow glow over the rapidly moving 
figures. 

Hut when she resumed her reading, the pleasure she 
had already found was not disturbed by anything the 
l)(K'tor wrote. ** Mrs. Mills deputized me to write this 
letter," he continued, after some further explanation 
al.out the seliool and the vacation. "She said that 
fcineo it l>eca!ne my duty to inform her of the news, I 
eoiild iKJst explain anything of a business nature to 
you; and though I feel that I can but poorly satisfy 
the many questions in your mind upon the subject, I 
liavc undertaken it for the pleasure it affords roe. 
Your many friends in Locustville are watching pa- 
tiently for your return. Often when coming out of 
^Ir.s. Mills\s gate, eomc one accosts me with the inquiry 
if Fhe has told me anything from you. And in the 
lif)ppital there have been grateful remembrances of 
your ministrations. Nettie supplies me with flowers 
now; and though the summer is dead, she still finds 
many fragrant clusters. You know how exkaustless 
the blossoms seem in that queer old garden around 
lier grandma's house." Little did Lois know, as she 
read this, what the Doctor was thinking of when he 
wrote it, — how it recalled a day of early spring when 
the flowers ran riot over everything in that tangled 
garden, and the perfumes floated over it so delightful 



and 80 rare that tbej suggested ioathem isles frei^ted 
to the water's edge with fadeless tropic bl(X>m; and 
how when the saoshiDe warmed the bads into blotk 
soms new and beautiful, his own heart had opene^i like 
the flowers, and had let so much of the glorious sun- 
liglit of love pour into it, that he never could shut it 
up again. And so no wonder that his letter became a 
little disconnected just there, where he had stopped 
so long to dream; but Lois stopped too, and did not 
notice it. 

Her mind returned to Mrs. Hunman's garden also, 
but with mingled feelings of mortification and pleasure. 
Associated as it was with drowsy peace and homelike 
loveliness, there still came back to her the time wben 
she had seen a picture, framed by the rank, tall 
hollyhocks, of the back garden where Nettie and the 
Doctor hung out the clothes to dry. She was a little 
ashamed of the feelings she had then indulged. Slio 
had been unjust to the Doctor; and yet she remcmljcred 
another garden scene with Nettie and Byron in it, which 
roused very painful thoughts. She had felt somewhat 
contemptuous about these little incidents, for it had 
seemed rather out of keeping with the Doctor's grave 
character that he should so pet and humor the shnr))- 
tongued, fractious Nettie. Now, with many protests, 
she acknowledged that perhaps the faintest shade of 
jealousy had chilled her heart, and had deterred her 
from skilfully removing all misunderstandings, and 
establishing the most complete good feeling instead, 
A rosy blush spread over her fair face as she recalled 
it. "I was so much older than Nettie,'* she thought. 
'* How wofiilly absurd of me to feel sol To be sure, I 
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«II"lil«''l h'-r, firirl tli«-n F tlioii^^lit nlir* Iind no right to 
n*-\t'\r4' ff ir lln* frivor of mrh a ^'lorioim rnnri a« l)r. 
Kri:i[ifi. "Ii*- v ;ih *"f ifi'* i|i:il»!*' of :i|fpr'r'i:if in;; it |iro|>- 
• rly * Iliif. I^ii*- *ii'l fio? i-vri pv«- tli«: form of fh^jgl.t 
to !li«- f»-'liii;r r*i*' W.'iH Vujfiii-Iy c'ofiM iori** of fK/i"*'-Kv:ri^, 

lh;it >-lic h.i'l iii.'i'l*' the i.'iiht'ik'' of tljiiikiii^ Nf'ttif; 
w;n horit'vvhrit t';') iiiii«li iiiU'TtiUil in th': I>iirrfor*« 
fri'-ri'JhIjiji Ifowvi-r. h\ir nM-nt.iily ri-j*rovr#l h«*r-?«:it 
**.Mv' 'ori'lii't wa.-i v< rv frjoiJHliI I had no rt-n^^u to 
tliiiik iiiv-'lf in N«Ui*V w;iv. ;in'l on that aroo'iiit to 
avoi'l I.' r Ml!o;r»'th«r. Ah! why 'li'l f not h*t h'-r w-^; 
ihr.l w<' lo*h ini^'ht hav<: I>r. Kri;ifi|i for a frif.-rifj. with- 
oMt '|ii:irf« lliT»;( ahoMt it «i!h«'r?'' I'tMrr Loin. ij:i'-ofi- 
>" ion of it a*- hh** ha'l Im-j'Ii at th** tiin'f. h'-r li' art Mlowlr 
vi» I'lifi'-' it -'If t'# tii«- PiKtorV inlhicrifi; ha'J Hiifr«:nr(l a 
W'iMfi'i \vh« II ill th'r arhor hh*? ha«l h'-arl N'.*tti«-**« Uii*?' 
I« r«*ir* l;iin' ritjif^r-, thoijjrh hh'? harl attriKtit<'<l h<r fnin 
fn ;ifMiih«r » :tii-«-. Sh': 'J. 'I Tir»t kfiow wh;it a hf ron*/ hoid 
\if ;iln:i«Iy h:i»l upon h<r .ifi«r'-tioi.H; Hh** *M fiot nralia 
th.it li r l:f'-. 'I'liiivi'l an i». ha'l h«.-«-n of th*r ^ otlwlU-i^^ 
h":jfi!y Iff p"'fitl«-n«'*»M aii'l lov*-, waH hr-in;f h>i[jpli<.-<i wi*.h 
jii>-t t|j«-" V'TV thifi^'**, whi'h nh'r I'Hik u'itfiont 'iut4' 
lioniii/ !h«- f j/o-' lul trii'-t l}i' y ji'inliaHMl f'jr h^rr. 

\V'h» II ^ h«- pturiM'I to h'T hrtt'-r, h'rr <'hwrk ►till 
hiirri««l with niortifiration. Sh'.- f-ouhl ad'orfl to l>e 
p'liMHi'i'j now. '1 h'; J)oflor wa'< pally h«T>», a fri'.-nd 
who jirotirfifi ;iii«i «:;iiiil fi^r h«r. afi'l r«-inairi "1 faithful 
ih'oij''lj i'Vt-rv rir'iiiii)-!ari''«r. " I mii'-t aton*: for tuv 
nTjf<-aJoriaM'? h' havior. arwJ trv to for^vt it utt'rrlv.*' fch< 

h.ii'l t/» h'fhclf. '* W'ii'Ml i il/t hark to l^f.Wh.iVlWt:. I 

hhail '-:tll to h<: tin; llnnnianH a^;ain, niuk«* fri<.'ii'l« 
wiXli N'rttif;, aiid rcHUinc niy old ahKx:iatioiiM with 
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them, regardless of the foolish fears that once drove 
me away; yes," — and her face grew quiet and happy, 
as if her eyes, looking afar into the future, saw some- 
thing sweet worth living for, — "yes, we will take our 
drives out to the hospital, even though it be winter and 
the roads muddy. I 'm sure I shall not dread the old 
place if the Doctor is with me. And some day I will 
tell liim my story. He will sympathize with me, I am 
sure, in a way that will make the old trouble vanish. 
Oh! I must try to be so good to him when I return; I 
owe him more than I can ever repay, but I shall try to 
reward him some way, though of course he could not 
like me well enough to let me do very much to show the 
friendship that will never, never die out of my heart." 
Lois blushed again, a bright rose-color, because of the 
boldness of her thoughts; they so startled her that 
when she looked down again upon the letter she held 
in her hand she was almost ashamed to finish it. 

But she was relieved inexpressibly by something the 
Doctor wrote toward the last of his letter. By a few 
carefully worded sentences, she knew he meant that 
he was guarding her from any painful circumstances 
that might arise from the presence of the stranger in 
the hospital. She understood that the end of one sad 
chapter in her life was near, — that ere the letter reached 
her all would be over, but she was comforted with the 
assurance that some one was there to perform the kind 
offices her forgiving heart would prompt in that last, 
sorrowful extremity. And then a great wave of peace 
Bwept over her, — a peace that could nevermore be 
broken by that old loss which made her life so sweetly 
fiad, and she said, looking back upon it all with a calm, 



S82 AROUND THE OOLDE!! DEEP. 

iintrfmM(*(I spirit, '' Tt is better 80. I am wiBer, stronger, 
for that ^rrow; and I am happy now, — happy in a 
pcKxl honn», in loving friends, in noble work." 

Th«* I)(Krtor's lettor made Lois very bright and joyfoL 
Mil(*i<; accused her of having a love-letter; but she ex- 
I)hiincd that it was from Dr. Knapp, and Milcie knew 
quite well who he was, for Lois had described him as 
n marvel of learning and goodness, and had even gone 
so far as to confide the fact that he was one of her very 
warmest friends. '^ I should like to see that wonderful 
personage/' said Milcie, as Lois joined the family ia 
the sitting-room after finishing her letter; "I wonder if 
he 'd wHim as nice to us as he does to you, Lois." 

" I 'd like to see him too," said Lill. *' Is he good- 
looking? " 

'* Well, rather. He has a kind expression on his face. 
Ilis features are regular; he is a little stout, and ner7008 
in his manner; and oh dearl he persists in wearing 
— well, a very bright shade of tan-colored gloves; but 
to those who know him these tilings are positively at^ 
tractive. I *m sure I wouldn't have them changed for 
anything." 

" Well," paid John, mischievously, poking the fire 
with his hoot, "youM see a very eccentric old doctor, 
my friends, wofully fat and short-winded, with yellow 
gloves on, — nothing less, girls, — nothing less than real 
canary-tinted gloves." 

" Now, John, that 's too bad of you," said Lois, really 
shocked by his want of respect for such a person as the 
Doctor. " They are no such thing as canary -colored 
gloves. And he is n*t fat either, — just slightly stoat) 
you know, as good-natured people most always are; 
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and as for being eccentric, it is worth while being dif- 
ferent from other men when that difference consists in 
being better than they are"; and Lois gave a pleasant 
little laugh as if she had utterly vanquished John. 

" You 'd better not stay around too long, John," cau- 
tioned Lill. "While you are teasing Lois the stage 
will start off without the mail." 

John glanced at the great slow-voiced clock over the 
mantel, and starting up, bounded hurriedly out of the 
room, putting his head back through the door before 
shutting it just long enough to say, "Fat, Lois, — and 
queer, with yaller gloves." 

" He has plenty of time when the stage comes these 
days," said Lill, with a sigh. " Absolutely nobody but 
the driver and the expressman on this evening. That 
fire was a terrible thing for the mines." 

"Have they rebuilt much yet?" asked Lois. 

" But very little. Teams are busy hauling lumber 
from the saw-mill at Joy's Gap for the new hotel. But 
it will be a long time before the town will be rebuilt." 

Lois read the Doctor's letter again that night before 
she went to bed, regardless of the girls' teasing. And 
as she looked from her window out upon the night 
blackened by the awful shadows of the gloomy woods, 
and cheered by the pale glow from the far-off worlds 
overhead, old memories thronged back, and brought 
her sad and mournful thoughts of the past, mingled 
with others, sweet and tender, of that second homo 
which she loved, and that kind friend whose generous 
care seemed guarding her from all evil. And so as sho 
leaned her head far out of the window, under the clear, 
trembling lights of heaven, for one moment she bowed 
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it p vf'rffitly, c.tifl tlic wtirl iiiirht-wifi'lii \H$rf mway on 
ilii ir li-.vift M'iri(rii, lip tliri«ii|^)i thf ^t.'irry wanUHKif N|Ki/rMr, 

II litilf li.-ilf ijtii r*<l prayf r iff Uiuiiki^/iviriK Ui Jli»j 

wli'i--< l<fV«- in ov< r nil. 

Ni xt «l:iy, iift< r l^fJN fifirj iKf irirU tiu'l iiia'l'' th«f '>!<! 
Iimi^i- r liifi" Midi ii< at IK 9-ii, iiri<| wlifii tlii' f'«»|«| in^fru\u% 
fn i-liii< f^ li;i<l (nvf n |il:if <■ \n tlic »>lif;rl Imlliiy ufU TfN'^;:!, 
|/<iii* M t <ftit fur u loll/ wiilk tliroii;/:li tli<' r\v^}f.tt\ \ii\U. 
Jiihri i>tif|>|ii 'I lii-r Ml iIm- \vnrt\i Ut (mv" Imt n larp' lf«'M- 
j'Ijii-j" ' rt i III ri , Loi{«," Jii' »!fii<l. "Thif »lnv«'r 1« fl llij« 
fur \«#ii hii*! rti/li(.^«» yoii *«iiiM «'iij«;y lij«- M'liiiry ik'H^t 
'I li'iiK'liMiil f/f liiiii, M:iHri'( it '^ V<iii Mff lii' h.'m lii^ I'vr 
<ifi h(irii< lH;<|y J|i' i-;ii<| lai-t iii/lit tliat tiiat Mii^h, Vk)if-ti 
\(fii (^«it yi/nr ]• tl< r, wai> pt* Mii r than u ro^'«', ati«l th^tl 

III 'I Willi ytiw n Iftfir liiiiiHi If jf yon '<! f;ijjy blu^h 
fij'jiiti lil'.f t)i:it wlii-n li< liaii'liil il <i<iwii." 

• \fir,i-i iii-i , .loliii* H!ii|# yttwr f<i(ilii-hiM-*<K. J'a'J 
HifiiM ii t I :iy I)i:i1 , li< 'n a i« iimM'' tiiari '' 

I n» i.'fi 'li:-|f(itiii;' it I lliiiik )if lOi'iWs^ r* luarkaMy 
I'lH.'l !:l^l« jri oii< j»;irti' ii|;»r. I'lil li*' '//'/ ^ay it. I 'J| U; 
I'luii'j' 'I )i' i< !• a in.'ilnnMiiij.'iJ i\r,iiin- \*ir yii, \/n>. 

\\t \i l;il<.i lljf )/|;ihi' It Will ( lialili Von to W.'it' (| i*iT 

tlii t\A\fi v.jili jfiu< )i Ih Ml r lu-j-iiran* < 1/1 t^u* « «■s•^ " 

l.'ii;* )f)Mi:«<l With thi |»ro:-|H-f t of a yitit*\ vi<'W. (Jf- 
ri(|< <l t(i f hfiih :i ro'ky oM |*<-;ik \*t\S*ritty hi;'li f>vi r th<; 
rnr Miiiti'liit/ hilh*. 1' iMiwiii}/ tlrii IVoiii ii:- f-yiuitmX flic 
fniil'l jo'/k I'/r iri.'iny ini|fnov<r th*- wiM iiMMiiit.'iinr/tiij 
i< ;'iOfi Ijiij't'l \Mlh t h< t-o(t , ii|( How {/lory of th* aiitiiruri 
\\U I :( I'/u;' ;iii<l toii:-oiii< < hlii^, I h< Hi \.i'A l« at |i( (J 
(h< lO' k < f< :•!< •! (oj<. (i/o < }(haii:ti<i \n \\i\t,]i of t}^(:' 
I iitr.'iijf iiiji; woii'lf ic \'\m •.\i\ out l/< Jow h<'f, ah<i 1*0 t-iji; 
Hat 'l<;wri u(/iori{^ Ihi' Dh< Iti tint/; t/iadK/lioD lo r<'Kt. ']'];<; 
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Doctor's letter was in her pocket, and under pretence 
of assuring herself of something concerning her vaca- 
tion, she allowed herself to look it over again. Of 
course, in such a long, friendly letter the dry business 
subjects would have to be left until the interesting 
news was exhausted. And so the letter was read once 
more. Lois put it in her pocket again with a happy 
sigh, and taking up her field-glass, looked far away on 
to the distant mountain-sides, and into the deep, narrow 
valleys. ** Dr. Knapp would love to see these wondrous 
Sierra beauties," she thought. "That great chain of 
snowy pinnacles rising above the purple mountain folds, 
and the nearer pine belt, dark and richly green, covering 
all the great foothill region, would seem as grand to 
him as it does to me." Then she looked at the stage 
road, winding its red course over the hills, till away 
in the distance it turned to a mere trail, where it de- 
scended a great range of hills to the river ferry. 

The slow, flat boat had just left the farther shore, 
and was drifting across the stream's rapid current. 
Lois could see that there was some vehicle crossing to 
take the road into the higher country, and that the 
boat was not going across to get passengers; but her 
glass somehow became unsteady in her hands while 
she looked, and she could not quite make out what it 
was. She wiped it hastily with her handkerchief, and 
placing it firmly before her eyes, looked again, and lol 
— strange, unaccountable sightl — there on the open 
ferry-boat was Lady Snowdrop, hitched to the high- 
wheeled gig, her delicate nose over the railing, and 
some one very like the Doctor holding her bridle. The 
glass dropped from Lois's hands. Oh dear I the gig I 



SAG ARorxD Tns ooldbx deep. 

(ho gig again! "Bhe cried aloud, startling the timid 
liznniM among the rockB, and causing a momentarj 
rustle among the glossy madrofio leaves overhead, — 
'" a ghostly vinion of it haunting me even here in this 
far-away mountain country. Oh dear I what shall I do! 
what shall I dol " 

Was that little shiny-wheeled cart supreme over her 
doHtiny, that it should always appear simultaneously 
with tlie thought of it? Lois wonderingly asked he^ 
self if it was not because she thought of it too often, 
and if it appeared at all, she would surely be thinking 
of it. 

But she could not refrain from looking through the 
glass once more, though scarcely expecting to sec the 
myHterious gig. No; not a sign of it was visible. There 
was the narrow, sand-colored road leading up from the 
ferry, gradually melting into the rich, red soil as it 
ascended the hills; yes, and surely there was the ferry- 
l)oat on its way back across the river, the ferry-raan 
staniling near the forward part alone, looking up the 
curving stream, but no trace of the gig, or Lady Snow- 
drop, or the Doctor. Lois suddenly became aware of 
the fact that she was trembling. '* Such an apparition 
as thati no wonder I am ncrvousi V\l look down 
toward homo to see what they are doing around the 
house; perhaps that will help mo to forget it." But 
home soon lost its charm, while the glass was gradu- 
ally turned toward the far-off stage road on the hills, 
and Lois was looking again for the great phantom. 
Yes; there it was again, — again I the gig, as natural as 
life I It was coming up the long hill above the riveri 
and had reached a point where she could view it die- 
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tinctly. There was the Doctor, half reclining on the 
broad seat, looking out on one side toward the velvety 
chemisal-clothed hills that rose from the river-bed; the 
reins sagged low in his listless hold, and Lois almost 
thought she heard him whistling softly when the wind 
stirred in the pines around her. " It looks as if they 
stopped to rest at the foot of the hill, the horrible 
phantoms I " she said, watching with tirelcFs earnest- 
ness the objects which she could not possibly persuade 
herself were real. 

On up the grade they slowly travelled, sometimes 
scarcely seeming to move, until the Doctor^s ghost 
roused itself from its reverie to urge the ghost of Lady 
Snowdrop into greater speed. Often they stopped. 
And Lois could see that the wheels of the gig were 
always turned across the road, and Lady Snowdrop 
headed toward the graded cliff, so that she did not 
have to hold the weight of the gig while she resttKl. 
"Just like her, the lazy animal!'' Lois exclaimed, — 
"just as she would be sure to do on a long hill like 
thati I wonder if it cannot be some phenomenon, — I 
wonder if it is not a mirage, or something like thatl " 
Vainly she tried to detect some indistinct shadowy 
contour that would confirm her suspicion; but the 
phantom vehicle still crept slowly up the hill, and sho 
watched it long and intently, until it nearly reached 
the top without a sign of approaching dissolution. 
Then she thought of looking into the sky above it for 
an inverted picture of the wonderful thing, but still in 
vain; not even the faintest shadow rested on the soft 
broken clouds, nor any vague, faded outline on the filmy 
mists through which the blue of heaven shone. 
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But when Bhc fixed the glass od the world below, and 
found the exact spot where the stage road wound its 
bright course along, no trace of the gig climbing the 
hill was there either. ^* Oh, mercy I It is gone again I " 
cried Lois, covering her eyes with both her hands; '*he 
could not ]x>8sibly have reached the top at the rate he 
was going; he could not have reached it anyway, even 
if he hurried. It is surely a delusion that melted away 
when I was looking at the sky." 

The short afternoon was growing late, and already 
the sun was casting long, deep shadows into the wooded 
valK^ys, and shining redly faint on the hilltops. Lois 
looked at her watch. She had but a little while to 
stay, l>efore it would be necessary to turn her steps 
homeward; but still she sat and anxiously watched the 
next spot where the road appeared in sight; she must 
surely satisfy herself that what she had seen was really 
some awful vision of the gig, more unaccountable and 
wonderful than her dreams of it. Hopelessly she can- 
vassed the i)Oi>8ibilitic8 of the phantom's reality. The 
Doctor could not come from Mrs. Mills, or any of the 
family, nor yet from any of her other friends in Locust- 
ville. They would not send the Doctor, — O no I How 
utterly absurd that would be! He would have nothing 
to come for himself No, surely nothing. The Doctor 
would certainly be the last one in the world to do that. 
No matter how much he desired to see her, nor how 
necessary it might be, he would be too sensitive, too 
modest, to do such a bold thing in defiance of a gossip- 
ing village. George ? No, not even for him. The 
Doctor would not undertake such a journey himself, 
even for George's sake. Why would it be necessary ? 
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enter it, tho shadows wero 60 thick there, and tlie waj 
pccnx'd PC lonfT, winding in an almost endless labyrinth 
nnion^ the nK*kH und trco8 and hushes. 8ome old strag- 
gI<T from the road might " turn in " there for tlie night, 
it was so slieltered and so convenient to the highway; 
and again, — she was ashamed to confess it even to 
herKoIf, — might not the awful apparition assume some 
ht range, new form, and confront her there in the gather- 
ing niglit? Still she must go, the sooner tho better; 
for the Bun had already set behind the purple ranges, 
and the twilight would soon fade. She resolved to be 
blind and deaf, to know no object except to reach the 
oi>en road; and so summoning all her courage, she 
])lunged into the wood. Tho fallen leaves rustled with 
weird Hounds as she flew along, gray mosses, like the 
hoary beard of some old jinnee, brushed her face and 
startled her, and the network of tangled boughs above 
let in long white fingers of light that seemed to clutch 
at her, and writhe with strange contortions when she 
eluded tlieir grasp. 

At last she was on tho edge of tho grove, and with 
one breathless bound she gained the open roadside. A 
red light from the wintry sunset greeted her, and the 
terrible influence of the dark wood was all forgotten. 
There in the softening twilight across the road was tho 
friendly ol<l house, and there also were the girls ou 
the i)orch, watching for her coming. And what else? 
Yes, unmistakably, there was the Doctor and the gig, 
and Lady Snowdrop nmeh travelled-stained and crest- 
fallen, close by tho long line of hitcblng-posts. No 
ghosts this time; they were real, — made of solid sub- 
stance, that would not melt away like the airy fabrics 
of her dreams. 
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he was wondering so intently whether it was the nej 
n*flection from the sunset or a fine Mush that made 
fiois's face BO radiant and bright. '* We 've had quite a 
jnunt, Miss Warren; and we really succeeded in beat- 
ing the Ptagc by almost an hour," he added, taking out 
his watch, and dropping one of his yellow gloves in his 
hurry. " We went at rather lively gait, you see, through 
the liollows, resting on the longest hills. Lady Snow- 
drop is very much abused with mountain roads. They 
arc not much like those at Locustville, are they? And 
tlicn she could n't know, as I did, that night would 
bring her to such a grand old homelike place as this, 
and such a pleasant little friend as you." 

No need now to wonder about the rich reflection firom 
the red glories in the west, for Lois stood with her back 
to the sunset, her face still glowing with bright tints of 
the rose, and both the yellow gloves at her feet. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE CQNFEBBION. 

WftlcBB th€ bitifcer msmofy 

Of what be was, vbatii^ and wliat imut lie. 



Let VLB IooIl back over the preceding week, and re- 
view the causes which bronght abont the Doctor's visit 
to the mountains. The days that followed George's 
story of his early love brought peace and even com- 
fort to the Doctor's mind. Somehow, the recitation of 
those by-gone events, tinged with the rosy hues of youth 
and hope, held as deep a magic for the Doctor as for 
even Lois herself. They were a part of her own pure, 
bright life; and since they were dear and sacred to her, 
they were also dear and sacred to him. And with her 
he shared the pain that came when she knew beyond 
refutation that her love had been in vain, ouly with his 
clear, unerring foresight he realized that perhaps it was 
best for Lois in the end. When that old, sweet love she 
had cherished so reverently must perish as a worthless 
thing, would not her heart long for something that was 
earnest and noble with which to fill the vacant place? 
Would it not lead her to look with stronger, brighter 
hope into her future, and feel that it held something 
better than the holy memories of a vanished love? 
There was no tinge of selfishness in the thought. He 
felt that hope for him was dead; but he was so anxious 
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for her wellaro and happiness that he would gladly 
iN*ar tiie pting which the reflection brought, if he coald 
only know lliat the lovely dawning of her life, which 
)ifl<i pucli a charm for him, would round out into a 
gloriouH, |)erfected womanhood. 

If the Doctor had been a younger man, perchance 
the contemplation of that first strong love which had 
entered Ix>i8'8 life might have brought a pang of jeal- 
ousy; but to bin) whose vision had been clarified by 
time and pain, it only called forth a generous sym- 
pathy. And yet perhaps he sometimes felt a touch of 
indignation, that one to whom had been given such per- 
f('ct, trustful love had not held it forever as the crown 
and jewel of his life; had not braved any and all dan- 
gers for its sake; and had only given it up when death 
rol»lK'<l him of all his earthly treasures. There is some- 
thing pad and painful in the thought that often what 
we hold most dear lies just beyond our reach, where 
its most i>recious worth is squandered by irreverent 
hands. And yet there is a wise Providence that appoints 
all our pained eteps through life's cheerless deserts, and 
in the end all afllietions appear just and for the best. 

The Doctor felt this, and it gave him comfort that 
came without a 8pice of selfish sorrow. Though he had 
nothing to hope for, he felt that Lois's life would in 
some way be better for tliat early grief; and so he could 
look upon these distressing events with a far-seeing 
magnanimity, feeling that they soon would pass away, 
and time would usher in for her a season that would 
seem the sweeter for past adversities. 

As the week wore on, the Doctor saw that George was 
slowly failing, and so he made his visits rather brief, 
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lest George, who seemed usually fond of his company, 
should overexert himself in their talks. 

But one afternoon, as the Doctor had started for 
home, in driving past the hospital he happened to re- 
member some trifling direction that he had omitted to 
give to one of the nurses, so he tied Lady Snowdrop to 
the slim iron hitching-post in front of the great brick 
building, and went in to perform his errand. On his 
way out he paused at the top of the stairs to look at his 
watch, and finding that he had a few minutes to spare, 
thought he would go a second time to George's room. 
Deep down in the recesses of his heart he felt that he 
was doing it for Lois's sake; he knew that her sweet, 
forgiving nature, when the bitterest pangs of her grief 
were over, would prompt just such unfailing kindness, 
even to one who had wronged her; tfnd so there was a 
certain pleasure to the Doctor in the feeling that he 
could do for Lois what she then had not the power to 
do herself 

He builded better than he knew. By that one little 
act, which he had hardly hoped could be productive 
of much good, he smoothed the way, not only for the 
happiness of others, but for her whom he so tenderly 
loved and longed to serve. 

As he entered the room, George was lying motion- 
less, as if asleep, but his large, dark eyes were o'pen 
wide, and fixed on the bright rift of light that stole 
through the drawn curtains and touched his pallid 
cheek. 

" Well, my boy," said the Doctor, cheerfully, as he 
went over by the bedside and carefully adjusted the 
coverlet, " how are you now? " George brightened, and 
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holding oat his hand with a pleased smile, replied 
that he was feeling rather weak, but resting easily. 

**I'm glad you came in, Doctor," he added; '^sit 
down and stay with me a while. I 'm better, and feel 
the need of com{>any somewhat now." 

The Doctor took a seat near the head of the bed, and 
said kindly, '' Keep up yonr courage, and socm I trust 
jou will come out as strong as ever." 

**No," said George, gravely; *'I think I shall not 
come out at all. I 'm stamped already with the doom, 
of death." 

The Doctor knew it. He knew that this final rous- 
ing was the last kindling spark of the ember ere it went 
out into utter darkness; so he tried only to cheer the 
dying man. 

" O well," George went on, tossing about restlessly, 
as if ready to exhaust that last revival of his strength 
in the effort. " We Ve all got to go some time. It 's 
pretty bad to have to give up when young; but I wonH 
complain. There is no one to care much except my- 
self, if I do have to yield. I 'm alone in the world. 
No one has ever helped me, except maybe our good 
little friend Lois, — she did all she could, but under 
the circumstances that was n't much. Perhaps if some 
one had, when I most needed it, I should not be where 
I am now." He paused a minute, and the silence was 
unbroken, except by the distant footsteps falling softly 
in the corridors; and then George said, with a burst of 
enthusiasm, " I wish I 'd known you. Doctor, before 
this thing happened to me. I tliink we would have 
been friends, and your advice would have been worth 
more than perhaps even I now know, and I realize 



only too mUl thai I haiv pud the daieel price fat all 
my follies. A eertam glov eoBies arct me — a Idn- 
dred feeling — whenever joa caU in to cee me. INre 
sometimes thoD^t that joa mnet take an nnnsnal 
interest in me, DoctcH-, for I was nerer Teiy fomoas for 
my friendly feeling toward men, aad something must 
have stirred me up in this case." 

'^I do take an interest in yoo, — an unusual inter- 
est," replied the Doctor; and then slowly, with his eyes 
fixed on vacancy, as if his mind was looking afar off 
into the future, he added, "I think you may consider 
me your friend." 

George's dark eyes blazed brighter, and he moved 
restlessly, as he put one hand out from under the bed- 
clothes and touched the Doctor's sleeve. **Then tell 
me," he said earnestly, "am I really going to die? 
Had I better make every preparation for death? Much 
depends on it, and I must know to-day. I have some- 
thing to tell. A strange presentiment came over me 
this morning after you went away, and I feel that I 
have not many more hours to live. If you are my 
friend, tell me whether I ara about to die, — whether I 
shall live until your next visit." 

The Doctor sat in quiet thought for a moment; and 
then shaking his head just a trifle gravely, he said, " I 
would advise you not to put off the thoughts of death 
until too late. We should always be prepared." 

George did not speak for some minutes, and wli^^n 
the Doctor looked again toward the face on tlio pillow, 
the dark eyes were even brighter than before, and th^ 
strange, unsteady Ught in them burned with a n#rw and 
awfiil file; his pak cheek was fiosbed; and the gloMy 
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dark curls above his white forehead were d::mp and 
heavy. The Doctor Bignificantly noted all these. "Ah," 
ho thought, **it is very near. Night is fast coming, — 
the last gleam of tlie liglit, the sunset glow, and even 
the falling dews, — truly it is here." 

** My friend," he said aloud, " take no unnecessary 
anxiety. Let me tell you what to do. I am your friend, 
— I will be your confidant. Tell me what weighs upon 
your mind, and it shall be as safe as with yourself 
And if this confidence shall not be needed, we will look 
upon it as if it had never been given." 

That cool, soothing hand on the moist forehead held 
a subtile magic, for George clutched at it convulsively, 
as If it were his last anchorage, and turning with a 
deep-drawn sigh he said, " I will." 

*' Do it calmly, — quietly," cautioned the Doctor. 
"You are not strong; remember that." 

The suficrer moved again upon his pillow and sighed 
deeply. " You promise me," he said earnestly, — "you 
assure me that you are my friend? That my secret 
shall never be divulged, except — except to those who 
must know after lam gone, and then only with a shield 
to protect my friend ? " 

" Be assured," said the Doctor. "It will be safe." 

" Well," he began, " I must tell you first that I re- 
ceived my burns when the little mountain town of 
Lucky Streak went up in fire and smoke. It was a 
love affair that began my troubles, — always love affairs 
driving me about. Having obtained a position as as- 
sayer in those mountain mines, I met Miss Nellie Min- 
ton on my way up; and when later she discovered that 
I had fallen desperately in love with a beautiful Miss 
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Willis MsptnUng €be wtmem thprcy ahe threatened to ex« 
pose my early waSkriames ia this place to my ladylove, 
to Lois's peo|^ wW Iivied near, and also to write of 
my whereabouts to fineoda here^ if I did not assist her 
in her scheiue to e&pcore the young manager of the 
mine, — a lellcnr vifih whom, she had become wondi^r- 
folly infatuated. It was all effected in the sly way 
she bad of doii^ things; and knowing so well how ruin- 
ously sbe eocid eaizy out her threats, I was afraid r>f 
ber. She drone me from one position to anotiier. t^n- 
tangled me^ watched me, harassed me, until f '.v:it< 
nearly distracted. To aggravate matters. ITihs ?/;:.. ^i 
took a isoiey to Nellie's flame, and jealousy ar.d fiitji/-. 
tamed the red-headed minx into a perfect ?i xf-.w A . I 
ber spite and chagrin she visited on nn^ iintu i v:t.i 
driven to desperation. 

"The manager at last got into diffic!;lti<rii ¥.:i. i...t 
workmen, and they all struck for a char.jp^ '/ r..rt/.'.i:/v. 
ment or different treatment. The AniA-^ri./.i'r.iU-x/., :!*j.: 
ing his dependence^ was almoet hei pir^^. T r. . r. /.t v . . . i; 
on, however, and showed no indicatiOr.:i ^-^f t ^j-szuui^y,:. 
The whole ambition of my liie 'i^^p^r^:*-^: ,/. .«. ;£/•-•. 
measure on the manager a d«*feaiu ;/ ::u', 'j,»,y* *-'; 
forced to leave, that slippery 'V.r.^r*.'^?: J'-:..^- */'.•.. i 
cease persecuting me. an/i rr.r «;i./ V',..^; ,*: •,..i.., 
toward winning Miss Wii.i*. wr^r--. f^:/: ^:<i'..v-'j .....i". 
Ned Dennett, the manag'^r w^it a 'i.t^.i t'. *.-4-i i 
meant no great wrong to ar.r s^vr - '.•-./ v. •.». *..i ./ 
that big, strong fellow wi-y-j wi.* .ev,;i..''. <. ./, -^.. fi* ,-. '. 
along well anywher«=: in hi.? i:;*.".. ^-c i. . . .^ !•*'.?.« i » . 1 1 . s 
had another adminzf. an ^'j^tctvf u-.*j-, u^j..!* ••* --^li-i. *•*.'# 
travelled for his health. ILt h^i ^^uca .j. iri^-i^A ^f ii*u 
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Willis family for many yean, and hence preaomed to 
make himself a suitor for Miss Willis's hand« C<«iing 
to our mountain retreat, ho settled down for a month 
or so, and became insanely jealous of the manager, 
lie was jealous of me also, but I let him get hold of 
a little flirtation I had with a dashing Spanish girl, 
and that tended to satisfy him a good deal. ^ It 's a 
serious matter,' he would say to me, a dark cloud set- 
tling over his thin face. 'Something must be done'; 
and then he would talk wildly of using a revolver, and 
paint the case in the most gloomy aspect. Driven to 
recklessness, we at last decided to take some action. 
I depended greatly on this man Knowles, and yet I 
dared not trust him. We had to keep that prying 
Nellie out of our secret, for of course she would suffer 
no wrong done in the direction that most interested us, 
so there was no alternative. We were compelled to 
take the course wc at last chose, or detection would 
follow, and our scheme would fail to work. It was our 
object to bring about a settlement of the strike, and 
drive the manager out." 

George lay still for a few minutes, his face expres- 
sionless and his eyes fixed, as if he lived again in those 
l;y-gono scenes. The first of his story had been given 
hurriedly and disconnectedly, with small attempt in 
the brief outline to justify his conduct or picture his 
feelings. But that pause brought a great change with 
it. The dews began to stand out in beads of crystal on 
his forehead, and he pulled nervously at the bedclothes 
to shield himself from the dim light that broke through 
the drawn curtains. While the Doctor drew them 
together more closely, he half rose on his pillow and 
looked wildly around the room. 
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<*It VB9 awnuiw' nigfat in tiie Lite sntimm. with, x 
cloadT At above dust tfareatened nun. which we chuee 
as the tiae to cany ant aur plans.*' he besziii. hulf 
deliiiooftlj. as che Dfiecar aot down agsdn. " I n^mem- 
ber diadnctly* thnngh iz aeems now aa if ail these chin git 
most have happened yeaia a^o* — how weird weze rhe 
ymcea in the pines, how hiack and ferny die hoge 
pointed trees staani outlined against the hohzon« and 
hoiw €unt and dim and ghostly tiie distant line ot 
BDOW'peaks ^immeied umier the white lights ot heaven. 

" We went out at midnight,'^ he halt whispered, iiter 
a paose, — '" out into the woods that grew near the town, 
waiting qmetlj behind the rocks to see thnt no breath 
of lile stirred near ns. Oh the ahadows! *' he cried, 
fiuntly. "^Thej tangled and spread and deepened all 
aioond ns, though the moon was hidden under dim, 
gray fcMs oi eload. nntO they rested dark and heavy 
on oor brains. Thev have been there ever since, 
though we made a light, — we made a light," — he 
softly mused, and leaned back on his pillow with 
closed eyes, "^ I muat tell the rest,*^ he said, at length, 
rousing himself with an effort, '^ though it is so harvl to 
call up those terrible scenes that have passed before mo 
in ghastly pictures every hour since. We never luoant 
to bum the town. A match touched to the dry grass 
around a dead pine began it, and we thought it would 
creep over toward the mill and threaten it a little. 
That was all we meant to do. Tlien our contulciU 
manager would be irrefutably proved an iiuondiary; 
for wo took care to leave traces of his guilt whor\^ tho 
fire started. Everything had been arrangoil to n^tlov t 
on him; we knew that he would remain up ptirt of tho 
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night to eec tbat all things were going well, and the 
fact that he was dresj«ed and around at such an hour 
would look BUBpicious. Besides, he would have a 
motive which all would recognize. Ah, what misery 
that night broughtl The fire, fanned by the high 
wind and fed by the grass and trees, broke away from 
our control, burning up the slope instead of toward the 
mill. Beginning in the dry branches of the gro?e 
beside the hotel, it flew in great sheets of flame through 
the trees, while flying sparks from the dead boughs 
kindled on the roof of the building, and then all was 
lost. I shrink from the scene of that night; I long to 
undo the mischief I committed. So lot me draw the 
veil quickly over the burning town, over the homeless 
hundreds fighting through the night, over spectacles I 
dare not even mention. In that terrible hour despera- 
tion seized me, — a sense of utter recklessness. By 
breaking a water-pipe I saw a chance to hinder the 
manager from putting out the flro around the mill, for 
that would bo evidence in his favor, and since the fire 
had burned the great hotel, the issue became one of 
life or death to Knowles and mo. I did not leave 
my opportunity unimproved. But just when success 
seemed about to smile on my deed, I discovered that 
our cause was utterly lost. 

" The Spanish girl with whom I had the little love 
affair had caught mo lighting the flro in the woods. 
It was our quarrel, I think, that caused mo to neglect 
it until it was beyond our control, and prevented me 
from getting back to the hotel in time to riso in hastily 
donned apparel with the others, when the alarm was 
given. I was trying to persuado tho dark-faced gypsy 
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De&itr ^nuL. buc jiuk ^laE Isc urggctritfc. Tf 3^>^^ 
enoEpt T^ ^isaa ^wanxt insc jmsesstaL i>7 xh:f wr^iul^ 
thai liipir i^ £biiis iMxscicascL. Stf stimv imir ^ 

and insmeiT juisuiuL nfrhaup ivcacstf I ha£ :2Wi k^7< 
oar appoEatiDeni, ssu^rt ic< cmii^ it^ir ^irfx^l ^^^c7t>k 
though desth fittoed her in 'ait ^ae^ Sbc '^innTt^^ r^ 
the ground, but ^le bcE ^^vcSl: snc ySf^ I k^K^v vh^i 
I most hartwi to pot disamce hsrvp^ssx xm" 4^a 1^ 
story 6he voold teO, blacteDed by her fio^v^c^ jo>a}o^^ 

^Oot into the daikness of night I hurrk^. ;ftl\M\$ iW 
dosty road that kd away fiom the U>«rn. TIk" (nuksh 
leaned over my pathway and whispewni, * Fiend J rto\\\i I * 
the winds howled angrily around, and whipi^x) \\\\^ 
long tangles of brush into my face* But «ttill I ph'nwHi 
on, suffering agonies from my burn8> and knowing nnt 
whither I went. After I hud gone mnno diittHnoo, <lio 
cloudy moon lighted my way over tho broinl hIh^o vm\\ 
that led from the mines througli ihirk iihMMviiiMln fm 
many a mile, to a waysido Iiouno <uilln<l tloliiMfqnn'M 
I thought if I could only roach it and gdi lu<tp, I inl^lili 
escape before morning brought nuwM of tuy v/m^Ii . On 
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I Btraggled, often stumbling when the oyerhan^g 
pincfl darkened the road so I could not see, often I fell 
into the thick dust that suffocated and blinded me, 
and often I Fouglit the cooling mud of some wayside 
creek for my smarting face. The bursted pipe at 
Lucky Streak had left me deluged with water, and the 
cold winds blowing on my damp clothing chilled me 
to the marrow. Oh, what a miserable night that wasl 
I had to keep in the grass by the wayside as much as 
I could, so as to leave few telltale tracks in the road, 
and my own passage rustling along the brush sounded 
to my strained ears like the pursuit of fifty horsemen. 
A hundred times I looked back over the moonlit road 
to see who followed, but I only saw its red dust gleam- 
ing pale in the dim light, and the lonesome pines 
crowding in thick, black masses on either side, swept 
like grain stalks in the howling wind. A hundred 
times I paused to watch from some point on the hill- 
side that red glow in the distance, great spears of 
crimson shooting upward, and one awful, billowy mass 
of fire reaching high into the heaven, where the strong 
wind caught it and twisted it into a rope of flame until 
dissolved in storms of sparks that floated away and 
perished against the background of red-stained sky. 
Far around the horizon that red reflection lurked, and 
cast a strange, unearthly radiance down, even when the 
hollows hid the terrible scene that caused it from my 
view. Still more lonely grew my way as I hastened 
on, farther and farther behind faded the red glow of 
the spreading fire, until at last the woods shut around 
me and swallowed the road in their black, threatening 
shadow. Fear possessed me at last, and I cried aloud 
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tor heln, and wmsHw mtrasnwA srr ctob &r &e baftoom- 
light of a frMEkdir Igirtffm ramrrng lo hit ud. or the 
sign oi some iBoOisSBd caihin an ibe rxsggetd idSs. Siill 
in vain. 

^ I homed till I dropped hs2I ^Tn-tfm^r tij the ^raT- 
side, and then I sSsMnrted long az>d load a^;aiD for beljv. 
Only the fdnt, iiKKiking -ecboes a.Dd the vild wiads ao- 
Bwered to mj calL ^xmt affaer fiboat pierced thixyogh 
the gprges, Gntil I lo!D^>&d ior eren foes, in mj distre^ss. 
The white stompe chajiged to gbostlj forms f landing 
stark and dumb, and locddzig at me with stony eyi>s 
from the woods, the gray rocks tamed to monstorss 
sluggish in their sleep, and tbe tinted clouds OTorho^ad 
seemed heralding the dawning of the judgment-day. 
Weak and unable to rise, I crawled into t!io don:?o 
shadow of the pine grove by the way, and laying my 
fcice against the cold, crackling needles that covoiXHi 
the earth, a great, soothing wave of blackness stole 
slowly over my anguished mind, and I knew no iiiore. 

"When I awoke the morning light was beaming 
cold and gray, and a gentle rain was falling. After 
two or three attempts, I rose and limped on pained, 
stiffened legs to the road again. No sign of life or 
habitation was near, but all around were the dense, un- 
cleared woods, and away across the hills, above the 
broken lines of slender pine points in the east, buriunl 
still a dull red glow on the clouds. A sweet, fressh seen I 
from the newly wet dust revived me, and I numagetl 
to creep along by the roadside for quite a distanee, un- 
til the rain began to fall more steadily, and exhausted 
I sat down among some sheltered rocks, and waitoil. 
Presently, through the soft beating of the rain on the 
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pino loaves, and tho far-off roar of the wind in the 
trecn, came a great rumble and clatter and hissing, as 
of a team coming down the rocky, graded hill road. 
Noarer and nearer came tho sound, sometimes growing 
fainter in the bends of tho road, and then roaring oot 
again, until tho shouts of the driver to his hones 
rtnclied me, and I tried to hide among the rocks. But 
desperation drove me out to the edge of the road again, 
wliere I awaited the appearance of what seemed my 
forlorn hope. I scarcely know what happened, what I 
said, what I did, except that the teamster stopped and 
asked me how I had burned my face. My month's 
salary was in my pocket. I offered it all to him if he 
would care for me, and take me secretly out of the 
mountain regions to the city. 

**no accepted the offer, whipped out his whiskey- 
flask for me, helped me take off my wet clothing, 
rolled me up in his warm blankets in the bottom of 
his empty wagon, spread a canvas over me to keep 
away the rain, and started on. Again I lost my senses, 
an<l when I awoke we were in the lower foothills, where 
the country was more open, and the roads were smooth 
and brown. Wc stopped at a ranch-house near the 
road, and the teamster went in for a moment, and 
roniing out again, began unhitching his horses. Then 
a pretty, kind-faced woman came out and said he 
might take me in, and I was carried into a warm, 
clean room, and put into a comfortable bed, where I 
could rest and sleep. My face no longer smarted so 
unbearably, but it was dressed, and I was fed and 
warmed, and at that place we remained till the next 
day. By that time I was able to be moved^ and ws 
started on our way af;ain. 
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"Little I remember of the journey except that 
within a few miles of the raihx>ad terminas the stage 
from Quartz Hill, a place above Lucky Streak, passed. 
The driver shouted the news to the inquiring team- 
ster, — the town had burned, the mine was saved, and 
the excitement was great throughout the country. 
Raising myself on my elbow, I looked over the edge 
of the wagon at the crowded passengers. A gleam of 
Nellie's red hair from inside met my eye, and then 
Mabel's fair, rose-stained cheek came before the win- 
dow as they dashed ahead. I must not take the city 
train that day, I told my man. So he said there was 
only one other, that for Tenayee, and we would have 
to wait two hours. And that is how I came to be here 
in the old hospital." 

He stopped in his long, breathless story, but his 
countenance still shone, and his eyes gleamed with 
the same restless fire. " But let me now make what 
reparation I may," he went on again. " When I am 
dead, it will matter not who gains the prize I longed to 
win; when I am gone,"— and he sighed sadly, — " I can 
never undo the wrongs that I have wrought. But, my 
friend," he said, and as he leaned out to take the Doc- 
tor's hand the latter noticed how thin and wasted his 
form had grown, — "you are all I have now. Out of 
the many whom I cared for, out of all those for whose 
good-will and favor I sought, none are left me now in 
these last, lonely hours, — none but you. Yet you are a 
true friend, I am sure of that, since you do not come 
here as a protector and a helper, for the sake of old 
times or friendship, only as a sincere and charitable 
though new-found friend. And so I give up all I ever 
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cared for. If I should survive ibis suffering, I will be- 
gin life anew, witb you for my adviser, if you will let 
me. But I will not speak of tbat now. Time enough 
when the shadow of death has passed. 

" If I should die, here un<lcr my pillow in my pocket- 
book you will find letters written in cypher, and also 
the cypher with which to read them, sent in different 
envelojxjs. They are from Knowlcs. My flight had 
l)een explained as the result of my affair with Kita 
Ix)gan; for Knowlcs made our simple flirtation appear 
much more serious than it really had been. He learned 
of my whereal>out8 from the teamster who helped me. 
They tell the outcome of our miserable work; they also 
t4'll how safe and free we are from all blame or exposure. 
Take them, awl restore what you can. I saved them, 
thinking |>er!mi)8 I should at the last wish to put them 
to such use. The sum laid away for the future is for 
Nita's father and her husband, if they will take it 
Perhaps it will be best not to let them know where it 
came from, though I would like to make this slight rep- 
aration for having cast a cloud over Nita^s fair name. 

"That is all, I guess, Doctor. Do you think you 
understand it clearly now? If I should live, I shall 
make amends myself, with your help, and advice; if 
not, the letters are yours. Only spare Knowlcs. Let 
the blame rest on me, for I shall be beyond their pK)wer, 
while he is not, and so I must leave it with his own 
conscience." 

A silence fell, after the Doctor had promised again, 
and reigned long unbroken. The great clock out in 
the corridor ticked slowly, regularly, and sent the 
faint sound of its vibrations in through the half-open 
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door. The light of the late afternoon stole throngh the 
cartains, and made a Boft, restfiil twilight in the little 
room; while the fitfal winds outfiide tossed hack and 
forth the tops of the locust and the poplar trees, just 
below the window, mitil now and then a spray of dying 
leaves shattered itself against the clear glass. 

" I was mistaken/' thought Dr. Unapp, as he looked 
at George's peaceful face resting on the pillow. " His 
story was long, and required an effort in the telling. 
He was much stronger than I thought." Eising he 
laid his hand on George's forehead. " Can you sleep 
now?''^ he asked, glancing at his watch. 

"Oh no! don't leave me, Doctor," pleaded Greorge; 
"I must have some one now to stay with me; I am 
afraid to be alone, for I think the end is near." 

So the Doctor tried to make the poor sufferer as com- 
fortable as possible, and resuming his seat, took both 
the white, wasted hands above the coverlet in his own, 
and talked long and earnestly. 

The twilight faded and the lights came in. Soft foot- 
steps passed sometimes along the hall, and once or twi' « 
a kind face looked in at the door; but the Doctor ouly 
gave directions for Lady Snowdrop's comfort, and tr..l 
8at beside the little white bed where the d:xik-<><^^* 
stranger lay. Just through the open door U -.^uia 
look out into the dim corridor, with its light (..lii*> 
from the low clusters of lamps on the euu^/'h. «'*i4r «^ 
carpet, and shining beyond its borders on the ^^'*>* 
floor. George seemed to be looking ^t it t^s*- < ' ♦ ' ■ 
eyes gazed steadUy before him, but ai U^^t 1- ^^ • ' '. 
up into the Doctor's face. " I «liOuU )ik^ * • * ", * '/ 
he said, in a hoarse, unnatural voicx> " « '^^ ^''' ' 
the old place again. Do you ihinU i« »f */; " • ' 
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'*0 no; I'll lift ycm up if you like, — if you wish*'; 
and tho ptrong arms of tbo Doctor bore the wasted form 
over by the window, and parted the thick curtains. 
Twilight still lingered, but the evening lamps were 
lighted in the quiet streets. George sighed as he 
looked up and down, as if each feature of the scene 
recalled a thought of the past. His face was pale, and 
seemed each moment growing whiter, so the Doctor car- 
ried him back and laid him on the bed again. 

"Ask Lois to forgive me," said George, sadly. " Say 
I remember her as the sweetest friend I ever knew. 
And when I am dead, let me be laid to sleep in the lit- 
tle cemetery in Locust vi lie, and perhaps sometimes when 
she looks out of the windows of tho red school-house on 
tho hill, she will see the lonely graves in shadow of the 
stately church-steeple, and will stop to feel a thrill of 
her old tenderness for one wayward heart that moulders 
there." 

Then followed a long, peaceful silence. The hours 
wore on, and George scarcely spoke or stirred, but his 
breath grew shorter, and his eyes more dark and bright 
Tho subdued sounds out in the corridor grew less fre- 
quent, and finally ceased, save a faint rustle from some 
lonely watcher moving softly in the sleeping wards. 
Then suddenly George roused from his stupor, and 
licld out his hand to the Doctor again. " You are my 
friend; stay with me," he said. "I'm afraid. I'm 
afraid to go alone without a friend." 

" You have a Friend who goes with you everywhere," 
said the Doctor, kindly. " He is with you ia the last 
hours. Trust in Him, my son; believe in Him, and He 
will save you." 
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*Do yoK dsok jam cam psmr fer b^^? I will tru^t 
then,^ aid Gear^t, &intihr, BeT«9«ntlT tl>^ rVvt^^o^"^ 
head was bowed, jiDd the £g^t ahowt foil ^\Al>r i>vy^r 
its gimj-hrawn wa^es, aod oTer the M^dk i^lo^y ourl« 
on the piUov. llaen the oi!|ire^T>e stillness ini4» lMx>k^u 
by a deep, low Tmce, bearing on its rich^ $t<^4y txMHNf^ 
a petition for mercj and forgiveness to tho thix>i^<> %n( 
grace. It broaght strength and reconcilonunU^. »tht 
at last peace; for when the Doctor raised \m ho^iti, 
the spirit had flown. 

Tenderly he straightened ont the wast^^ limb^, t \irn«V(t 
the still form on its side to hide the scars, aiul bnt^htnl 
the damp hair from the pale forehead. Tlu> fuoo \u\%\ 
lost all its wild unrest, and looked smiling and rt'|H>i<o- 
ful, even boyish, in its stillness; and whon a Hprny of 
late roses Nettie Hunman had laid above Iuh pillow 
that day broke to pieces from some light brunhi and 
let a few petals fall upon his bead, the Doctor (H)uld 
not refrain from repeating softly to himself sonio lllllu 
verses that came to his mind. 

The rose's dainty branches just above him 

Shed creamy petals o'er his glossy luiir, 
Ab if the fragrant flowers still could love him 

Though false and cruel, yet so young and Mr, 

Death's pale, sweet angel cannot yet suMuo bitni 

Vor lingers still a flush upon his dumk^ 
Am if the uncurbed passions that o'ertbr^w him 

Would from that silenc« iu mttt« language spoftk^ — 

Woold drire away the peace of death's c<4/i fli»|^ 
steals so slowly o'er bis dreaifiiug f4i«4, 
iMaoce of tliat toodi still Imi^^fr, 
1m ^ttA M well M lii# to ImkI ikkkif Kfwsnk 
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This man who lay before him, cut down in the bloom 
of bin Tiianhood, bad fallen a victim to his own ains. 
And yet be bad now atoned for all bia guilt, and had 
left no room for aught but charitable thoughts. The 
Doctor looked reverently down upon the still form. He 
bad )>een Ibis's love. In those dark curls of hair, that 
bnndKome face, that calm, white brow, she had read a 
character replete with every manly attribute; she had 
trusted all her girlish faith and hope to him, and trusted 
to the last. 

Fortune bad Ijestowcd many goodly gifts upon him. 
He had been talented, strong, able. There had been a 
grace and a magnetism about him that could win him 
scores of friends; there bad been a refinement, a poeti- 
cal vein, in bis nature, which if blended with sincerity 
and upright purpose might have made bis life magnifi- 
cent in its grand achievement. Ah, what a pity those 
redeeming qualities had been squandered to satisfy a 
grasping, foolish vanity! 

The Doctor sighed. Ah well I for Lois there might 
bo Hornething even better, something more glorious, 
than the blossoming of her first, sweet love. It must 
be all for the best. 

And so he went softly away, told the watchers that 
death had passed, and then descended the broad stair- 
way. He opened the wide hall door, and stopped for 
a breath of the damp freshness of the night air that 
rushed in. 

The memory of Lois was inseparably associated with 
the mournful peace of that quiet place, and to-night 
it came back to him with a dull heartache, that still 
touched a minor chord of sweetness and longing in his 



loodr ImsaL Sflv xntsi hr nsL buool tncpt iiiti. htr 
and watf?tmfl "^but h^ir t.ig' eras:- 21 Endiif^iir' inKc. her- 
&ir fiaoe.. i»er ji"i"MiTrr ira^- -^T*ei Jicr soil twh^ xyrcmr. 
hjdr! Aaid sofr*! Tliur -rjsJi' BDr. wauiL. no: wear it, 
pledLSSQl £ui: -wert <xe: tttSF" ia. joiowr ' And ve: 
whj Hingar-wift. iiiflp*- njonrnfiL eeeaes""" bf tiunzsii;. 
" Geoir^e. hm Itih. iiii- woni. .art Innigf o:' tiit iisbsi iill 
is fizofibed. mid innL iiiii- iiKintnr wiL ioF?c»T t»t dnfr- 
ing fkrtlter and iartitfiT mray ol im Vftrdu}^ shares: of 
time.^ And iifr Iht wem om inu tii* euol ni^ii: nir. lo! 
all the dj -was Tinak witL midnigti: «Ui» 



414 ABOUXD TEB OOLDES DSSP. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THB DRIVE T7P THE LEATT OBADS. 

Trn* lofT« '■ the gift which God hat gtnm 
To man alone beneath the heaven; 
It is not fantaay'a hot fire^ 

Whnee %uhea, eoon ae granted, fly; 
It liToth not in fierce deaire, 

With dead deaire it doth not die; 
It is the aecret sympathy. 
The silver link« the silken tie. 
Which heart to heart, and mind to mind. 
In body and in sonl can bind. 

SOOTT. 

NiaiTT had come, one of those clear, cold nights when 
a dense blackness shuts around, when the winds are 
stilled, and all nature seems to hide herself for repose. 
Around the tall wayside house at Robinson's all sounds 
were hushed, save now and then a distant call from the 
sleepy calves in the barn-yard, or a rattle of the watch- 
dog's chain. In-doors, lights warm and brilliant glowed 
from the windows, and sent steady beams far out into 
the darkness, as if that pleasant home was overflowing 
with good cheer, and willingly parted with some of its 
brightness for the sake of lonely travellers out on the 
night-shadowed hills. In the pleasant parlor a glorious 
fire snapped and roared, sending its rich, yellow blaze 
from the pine logs high up the chimney, and picturing 
itself in playful sparkles on the liquid deeps of the 
window-glass. The room was large and square, filled 
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It wan well that the pine knots on the hearth some- 
times sputtered, and tho bright light died down to a 
smouldering blaxc half curtained in pitchy clouds of 
smoke, for the I>octor'8 face had spells of growing 
re<lder than even the warm fireside could make it, and 
hiH nervous hands twisted unconsciously the soft silk 
handkerchief with which he often wiped his face. 

lie lH.*gan by telling I^ois of George's death, intending 
to pass over it quickly, and to spare her feelings with- 
out n'vealiiig the fact that he knew her secret; but Lois 
stopped him often to ask questions, and finally began 
to tell him something of her story. She explained 
to him frankly, though in few words, that George had 
once l>een a very dear friend of hers, going through it 
all calmly, without any girlish bluehes or hesitation, as 
if thoFo old feelings had left no power to move her now. 
Tut wh«,»n Fhe came to relate tho last sorrowful inci- 
dentP, nhe i)auf>ed. It was almost painful to tell the 
Doctor how cruelly phe had been deceived. There was 
no ne<;d, however, to toll more, for he touched her arm 
as toixkrly and caressingly as if ehc had been a little 
child, and told her not to revive those griefs; he knew, 
and sympathized with his whole heart. 

Lois started slightly when he said this. " No, do not 
offer me sympathy now, Dr. Knapp," she said. " I do 
not need it. The memory which was once the holiest 
of my life perished utterly and ignobly at the last, and 
it has left no influence tliat could rouse me to feel either 
much pain or pleasure. Tliere was a time, when I 
first learned liow unwortliy the object of my remem- 
brance had Ix^en of all my tender thouglits, — then I 
Bufiered bitterly and sharply for a while. But it was 
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1MB* if ■njr^ X. coic. deaf: jeeiinj: iri:. jr. :it:f^3rU4M^ ^:U<i4 
caoi JitnwL' disxxxn jut agBir. ^ 

i t ^w oe ac xc kmm tnaz Iich^ iuud cjtts «£" a imnyiii m^v^ 
i»aiu£ mm: ueprxvoL hsr cc tiif iu^Kuuss ^ixcus^ «' ^U$f^ 

iMirnnliiw kmrnxpr; uuc tticsucyhe xxaea rtosctt -m^as^ 
lie fnl3 of finxpofie^ tc loi^. mvoim^ anr ^c^ b^ A^v^t^ 
bees fiD seBT xc* ber. and f^TjiiaTnir^: ^^irasu^ whioi^ i^ 
IttffBBBefil fiD ckoBt tC' ber tMnn^. 

*^ We znnst Te^sard tins ais caxciilT icsonfidoifiiml u^o^^ 
matKsiF bsve all beeci lighted. — aU nuidr 3^*301^)^^^ >^ 
Baid. ""Mr miesiaii ff s stxaofpr <mc — su\mf3^^))\$^ *1^ 
iDOSl iocxtsdibie, xtntil I bsvr jtrov&d iis^ iM^it^<^^:(^" )\V 
the letters whidi I hxvt. 1 know ii imxi^d ^y^^Xiirr 5^\J^ 
pefBOOsJ pTOBe&oe bere, — 1 wbo bo&rd ii«^ sarATJ w4il^ 
mj own e&TB, aod hai^ nnsans: tc^ asFiuv' ii^vs^^f vUlii 41 
WAS not the rsiin^ of a dring man. 1 i^hiU J $!^ >i^ ?<> 
Lack J Streak to see the supeiiDVexidi'j^l^ — I4ik)i\$; \>;M>^ 
first to locdk arooDd a little and lujubt' iD<)\))rit>^ ) 
must ask a great maDj questions of jou, Mii^ Wimy^V 
Shall you object? " 

" Not if you are patient enough to answer mil x\t \\\\\\%\ 
I am 60 shocked by what I have just Iicanl^ ai>^) >vI ?h> 
rejoiced for the sake of Edward and Mrs. IViu^oll, \\m\\ 
I have no doubt my disturbed mind will j^ivo \\^\\\ 
to its feelings by innumerable questions, and inoow<ihl. 
talking about the matter.'^ 

But the Doctor after a little time tiK)k eart^ to ohahi^M 
the conversation to the scenes of LooubtviUo, lio iHi 
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1:itc<l fill tho news he could think of, and finally epole 
of the Hunmans. Nettie, be eaid, was growing mnch 
m«>rc amiahlc. She brought him flowers, and did her 
work with a Bweetness and quiet grace acemingly im- 
possible to one po irritable as she had been. ^' There 
arc many redeeming qualities in her character," he 
explaincfl, ''but they have always been hidden and 
cruphod by the less pleasing ones. She has been a 
child, — a helpless plaything, — in the hands of a large 
family of older children, — for her uncles are little else 
in their own home. They have teased and worried her 
for their amusement until all her energies were bent 
toward defending herself, and her unformed character 
found no outlet to expand into anything broader and 
better. I saw the state of things at once. My first 
work was to encourage Nettie. I helped her a little by 
giving her something to do, — something with a reward 
for it, that would not be unwelcome drudgery. She 
was Fancy and ungrateful at first, but gradually she 
gr(iw to like mo l)ocau8e I never opposed or worried her. 
Then I talked to her uncles a little, and we all tried 
together. But the wickedness of her nature seemed 
almost incorrigible for a long while, and the case all 
but hopeless, — all but lost. However, time at last 
brought about a change." 

" liUt do you think it well to humor irritable people, 
Dr. Knapp?" asked Lois. " Docs it not rather cultivate 
their selfishness and impatience?" 

" Usually it does, I think," returned the Doctor. 
" But with Nettie the case was different. She is by 
nature rather proud, yet her pride was so utterly 
crushed that she went to the opposite extreme, and 
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liecBiiie afanest fliiaiBfikBE in hsr Hi jxsnrrt l5v xilifR"- 
ing her a liUle cbaDci' to jnm\ — i'* tmni: — you Hftc. 
tibe began to take an iuitfretiv ii. TnginTi«- fnenaf and 
presenting xi iady-liki appesoamcL TV< nau ihk: ^ot 
her started on tkt lighi roaL.. ^wncL samcthin^' irery 
encotrragnig canK- aionr u lati] he ' Tn^ l^ontnr 
paused, bnt Lois waited far hrn. v TEBom' hifr litth 
fitoiy, withoixt a queEtioii. it -war tit" iixst unrf' rt^; had 
erta- flpokezi bo aboni Netck;. Hofv xmd o: iiUL. hiu- 
tbought, to try to bnn^ on: tn^ good ii. fnicii ai^ 
unlovely <^iaracter: Bin- remembered tnat njominf: 
wben-fliey bad firgt me: tiie enappiEii Jitti^girj iii tii< 
aild bosphal, and tbi- liocior bad bom^ ber disreftjKiCt- 
€d1 Bailies witb cabxi pstieuce. AL. sxa knew tiif 
BBcret of it now! 

And again sbe iboughl. witL mortificatioii, bow fibc 
berBelf bad been indiflereni to poor ^iettit. and ai tbc 
la£t avoided and mistrust'ed ber. Trulw tlit I doctor 
was moBt magnificently generonf t(> disc^over tbc* ^ood 
under all tbat nnpleuBani exterior, and fitrivc to cnlti- 
Fate it, even at tbe <;xj»enfli of liif own comfort.. 

*^K«fctie found Bome one.'' continni'd T>r. Knapp, — 
''some <»ie wbo encouraged b«T, not by kind indnlgonoo, 
but by treatoK'nt wbicb ajipe.alod \o Yu-.t pride. Sho 
will in time become very devoted and kind to her no,<ir- 
est friends, tbougb I tbink sbe will never quite ontgn^\y 
her lively temper wben annoyed by others. She has 
not enough broad charity for that. As 1 was j^avinp:, 
this new friend praised and defended her, and in tnrn, 
of course, she showed lovely little graces t\\at woro 
very surprising. It was a most fortunutn thin^ thnt. 
she should find such a person, — ah-h, — in fact, that 
ehe should find such a beau." 
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''O dear!" said Lois, laughing merrily. ^'Then this 
friend was a beau. Who was he?" 

'' Rather who i$ he," said the Doctor, getting red. 
*' He is now more than ever her friend." 

'* Well, then, who U he? " asked LoiS| correcting her- 
self. 

" Er-r — Horace Oraham." 

"Horace Graham I" echoed Lois, opening her eyes 
wide in wonder. '' I 'm surprised. Is he a good, en- 
couraging friend? I always thought him such a 
trilling, nonsense-loving fellow." 

''So ho is," replied the Doctor, ''nonsense-loving, 
— and for that very reason he puts cross Nettie into 
a pleasant mood. He needs some one to lead him 
around, just as Nettie loves to do, and because he 
])lea6cs her, she is pleasant and lady-like; because she 
shows a pleasant disposition, he in return is loyal,— 
attentive." 

" I 'm sure I 'm very glad," said Lois, thoughtfully. 

And after that they sat and mused over the strange 
things life brings to us; while the firelight flickered 
and died away into melting ash-drifts, and John came 
in to put another back-log on the smothered embers. 

The Doctor prolonged his visit to the mountains for 
several days. Tliere was much to be done, and Mr. 
Sevcnoakes, sleek and careful as usual, was very reluc- 
tant to believe anything unfavorable about his friend 
Brooklyn. lie was heartily glad, however, that Ed- 
ward Dennett had been proved blameless; for notwith- 
standing the fact that personally he felt little interest 
in the young man, he recognized a good workman, one 
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whom he inB i w e le d 
had been obliged to 
tmstworthj man far 
eecuiing Edward 

CaatiooBlj the lissk 
gated the caae. Kddwcse, wxe c;!! gCTra.T.>feg: ^ .^^.«k.- 
Stieak, wag imerriew^tL asc aacrri:^ araa^^rr •:«*;','.-— 
Tented by izrefuiahie pracc arHr-^^gg: :ii#: i^^tiu*-, r-.-.^ 
on being aaaoied bj iuE ociaaaari loi^. vtr^ft^. v^^^ :,m^. 
been given the knowJESOs^ of i^ ^:^ v^ ^-^.jip-. v 
eeciecj, ther woujC ihk ir^x^s^ jz wvo^kv:.. -.i^ ^ti^jo^.- 
tlKMigh the thongnifnl I^irur »&k^.»^ ^, t:^. v>r^ 
wreiefa'a oaamassix^ isr mmut tgiAK^.*^::jg^ .-r^V'^^ / 
hcmestj. 

Mr. BerenoakeE had xiar. €iz5?n:'. v^-t^n^.; .7 t > 
and conaeqiieixLij feh rsciif?' w:*^.-:::^ - -^t,''- * 
promise vofoxxajsaaai ^l ^e^ ss^jfb:^?^, Kt^^i^jt-. ^.r, 
pleaded with hiir.. 

In jostice 10 £dwarc l^xa^r::. tiW^ fc: -/t'>*?*> v/^- 
oeroed, eren Mr. Seveowak^ a; g r *>,c '..^jt. ::>, *.-* >•. ^-r'.y, ^ 

of the fire fihodd W ZUatk JiUi/i**- Wr^rC l.^nrt i^. *::i<:;'- 

tablj ac poaeibje imc^ ai. a*>riC*»nj'. Ir* ^.f^r'jf.^.* rxt^^. 
Before taking the syerj.. iiif»i*n»r •!«»; '^>r/^ ^^*^;*v/: 
that Mrs. Denxken «ioiJc i#*:iL* iiih ^xy'. j^trrt L'*:*. 
and bethought Limeelf of iyiiit at tiut lu***^!^^. 'i :^v 
gentle little fic}joo>iidHir**t mit jfuir. t-_i»: '/lit \'j ctf// 
good tiding Ebe wat t»', evmji&tiitr.^'. i^d yj\*r:A>' 
hearted; and begidet. L*r ijid u^^zri. ii^r tptitk feo ofi^rti 
in loring terms of Mrs. I>eiiueti. iii£; Le was sure tL<^ 
would be happr to do Bomeiliing fc^r the dear friend of 
her earlj girliKK^L 

For two or three days the Doctor had made daily 
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tripH tip to Lucky Htrcak from Rokttisofi'B, and when 
on hill return one evening he suggested that Ix>is 
Hcronipuny him riext day on her kirid miaaion, she 
wnH thoroufi^hly d(*1ight<»d. Hho was gristly intcrentcHl 
in tho ntfWB of the Docrtor's work, and now when she 
could share and help, she fell that she bad beard the 
best news of nil. 

The Doctor eauiioneil Ix>is to rise early, and ibe 
plfiyfully HHSured him that ho would only bo com- 
niciH'ing \i\h morning nap when she bad shaken off 
the luHt dre:iin of Hluml>erland. And of course slu) 
wiiH right. The houwliold was always astir early; and 
Hince Dr. Knapp*H advent into it, tliero was increased 
(•(fort ttiat (everything might puss pleasantly and or- 
derly for hiK Bako. 

Jotin waH agn;eal>ly surpri»ed with Lois's medical 
fri(>ii(], and even went ho fur us to admit to her that a 
i-ertain pair of gloveH were not really canary-tinted, — 
only a rich tun-yellow, lit; wuH never tired of examin- 
ing f.ady Snow(lrop*H fino black harnest^, which Hcenjed 
hit <leli(ate, yrt proved Ho Htrong and pretty lx*sideB, 
with itH ivory ringn an<i hurnihhed bucklcH. The gig, 
and Lady Snowdrop lierncflf, were e<jually objects for 
liin wonder and admiration, and he felt that too much 
ean; could not poHHibly he hcbtowed upon them. 

The girlH, alho, thought that LoiH had certainly not 
overrated tin; I)o(;tor'H g(K>d <iualiti<fH. At iirni they 
aInioHt felt as if \nt wan a go<llik(j en,»ature, too grand 
and nohlt? tocran; for the material henefitH of thirt world, 
and they f(dt at a Iohh to find Konie way to pleuHc hiui. 

Hut wli«;n i\wy dincjovered that h(» liacl an excellent 
uppotite, and liked plenty of rouHl beef and plum pud- 
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ding, they were mnch relieved, feeling that there was 
one way in which they could show their appreciation, 
and hence they liked him all the better for it. 

So of course no caution was necessary about the 
early rlBing. The girls were very particular to have 
the home pleasant and the breakfast tempting, and 
there was a general rush to make a pat of sweet, golden 
butter and the lightest biscuits possible, not to mention 
other choice things, for the table. Lois was up with 
the rest, busy getting ready for her early drive, and 
helping with the breakfast; but when the bell rang, 
and the Doctor did not appear, she stepped out into 
the porch to see if he had yet gone out to look after 
Lady Snowdrop. 

"Why, what a good-looking man the Doctor is!" 
thought Lois, when she discovered him tying Lady 
Snowdrop to one of the long row of hitching-stakes, 
and covering her carefully with a blanket. He patted 
her smooth, snowy neck, and spoke kindly to her as he 
adjusted the halter again, quite unconscious that some 
one dearer to him than any other in the world was 
thinking what a pleasant picture she saw before her, 
of which he formed no inconsiderable part. 

It was one of those bright, frosty mornings in au- 
tumn, when the air is sharp and clear and exhilarat- 
ing, when the season seems to combine all the beauties 
of the year. There were the tender greenness and the 
fresh beauty of the spring; floods of rich, summery 
sunshine streaming through the trees, dispelling the 
shadows of the morning twilight, and converting beds 
of wet brown leaves into scales of burnished silver; 
there were the deep blue skies, and the damp, fresh. 
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earthy toenta of winter; the white ice-genw melting 
from the trees, the roofa, and the aonleaa comers, the 
yellow, perishing vineSy and the red-tipped, scanty 
leaves of autumn. 

Out Where the hard brown road broadened in its 
sweep up to the door was the shiny-wheeled black gig, 
the white horse, and the Doctor too, surrounded by a 
background of green forests of pine and fir, golden and 
sparkling in the sunlight and the frost, and the new 
growth of grass creeping up to the roadside, its bright, 
velvety greenness dotted here and there with showers 
of decaying brown or white-veined skeleton leaves. A 
cloud of steam arose with each breath from Lady Snow- 
drop's delicate pink nostrils, and several times she 
looked around appealingly at the Doctor, as if to re- 
quest that he leave nothing undone which could con- 
tribute to her comfort. She was looking beautifully 
plump and fine that morning. No blemish marred 
the soft creaminess of her coat, and her bright, dark 
eyes, her arched neck covered with a flowing mane of 
crystal, wavy threads, and her little neat black hoofs 
inii)atiently stamping up layers of the crusted earth, 
all combined to make her a very handsome creature, 
— which the Doctor had once said was the only thing 
that could possibly excuse her indolence.. 

But the Doctor himself seemed most attractive to Lois. 
She smiled unconsciously to find herself thinking that 
Lady Snowdrop was no finer specimen of her kind than 
the Doctor of noble, perfect manhood. The thought 
seemed absurd, and yet she rather liked to indulge it. 
And there was, besides, a certain pleasure in seeing the 
odd little cart and the Doctor's familiar face making 
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a part of her old home scenes. Except her bright 
glimpses of the past summer, associated with pleas- 
ant drives through avenues of blossoming locust, all 
the rest of her life at Locustville had lost its power 
to move her feelings either to bliss or pain. And since 
the Doctor had somehow become blended with these 
scenes before her, she closed the book of her dead hopes 
and sorrows forever, without one mournful regret, and 
let the present, holding as it did all that her warm heart 
cherished, bring its full measure of delights, untinctured 
with any touch or remembrance of grief. 

The Doctor, stepping about briskly to arrange the 
scarlet-lined robe over the broad seat, and to secure 
the reins, looked up and caught sight of Lois standing 
on the edge of the porch. She was dressed in a neat 
wool dress of gray, relieved by a bunch of rose-colored 
ribbon, which gave her flower-like face a softer, fairer 
bloom than it had ever worn before. He was pleased 
with the little surprise, and said good-naturedly, " So 
you are up with the sun this morning, Miss Warren. 
We shall have a fine drive — a glorious drive — through 
this keen, delicious air." 

" Up before the sun, you should have said, Doctor," 
Lois answered. "I've been making biscuits, which 
naturally I am anxious to hear praised, so I came out 
to tell you that the breakfast-bell has already rung, 
and we have been wondering if you heard it." 

*' Thank you. I heard no echo of it," said the Doc- 
tor; "but I will be ready in a moment. I cannot afford 
to postpone very long the pleasure of trying one of your 
biscuits." 

Lois laughed and ran into the house. Her heart was 
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lighter than it had been before for years, and her bee^ 
dimpled with Bmiles, was so bright that Milcie greeted 
her as hhe went into the dining-room with the remark 
that the country air was reviving her remarkably. 

'* Why, you can get an early breakfast as easily as 
I, who rise every morning in the year to do it. Yon 
don't look SLH if the indolence of the school-room has 
at all afTcctcd you." 

I»i8 laugFH.Hl as she poured the coffee, and welcomed 
the Doctor, corning in at that moment, with a pleasant 
glatico of her soft blue eyes, which stirred his heart- 
strings just a trifle more than her glances usitally did 
in thorn; later days of his love. 

lA)'iti enjoyed the breakfast hour in her old home that 
cold autumn morning more than any other since her 
rf;turn. It Heemed so pleasant to have the Doctor there 
filling up the home circle. lie really was her best 
lovofl friend outHide of her own people, she told herself; 
and thou, UrHidoH, hin proHcnco, as it always did, sent a 
glow of kind fooling and happiness into her warm, gen- 
(;rouH lionrt, that was ever giving away its own sunlight 
to others. The dining-room was unusually cheerful, 
with the soft light coming through the frost-pictured 
wiridow/9, and falling over the bright, warm-hued car- 
fxjt, and over the snowy table around which so many 
phiuHant faces clustered. Savory scents of coffee made 
the nxjm fragrant, and little puffs of white steam from 
Lois's flakey hiscuits floated up and dissolved in the 
C(xA atinorfpliere. 

John came in ruhhing his hands, and took a seat by 
the I>oct^>r, remarking that the cold, frosty air outside 
sent the blood coursing in warm currents even to the 
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tips of his fingers; while the Doctor, in sympathy, 
began rubbing his own hands too, and replied that ho 
thought the weather rather frosty for a country that 
professed to be semi-tropical. '^ But then/' bo addud, 
'' your mountainous regions claim the right to indulge 
in ice and snow, I suppose." 

'' Yes," John answered, ^^ the air is thin here, and the 
summits over in the east keep a perpetual supply of 
chilly weather to send us, should we get short" 

" I almost envy you such mornings as this, though," 
said the Doctor, thoughtfully. "The sharp coldness 
is enough to wake up the dullest — ah-h, the sleepiofnt 
head. One could actually have dreams of empire, and 
all sorts of other glories, if he lived here very long, and 
rose each morning to drink in this cold, sweet, pine* 
steeped air, and to draw inspiration from these dark* 
clothed, majestic mountains that surround us." 

"I'll venture to say you'd have dreams enough. 
We all do," replied John; "but the trouble hero is, 
that our inconveniences are twofold more than yours In 
the lower country, so our dreams barely enable us to 
overcome the extra trouble we undergo by living here. 
That's the way our dreams vanish. We have nothing 
left after all but the pleasure they give." 

Lois looked at John's rough, red hands as be said 
this, and compared them with the Doctor's, smooth 
and plump, that had lightened no many burdens for 
others, and yet to her seemed never to have had very 
heavy ones of their own to bear; she looked at John's 
honest, sun-browned face, and bis old, worn clothes, and 
thinking of his hard, busy life, and how all the dreams 
of bis early youth ha4 given way to struggles and wor- 
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rimentSi a feeling of inexpressible tondemess toward 
him stirred in her heart. Ho looked hardlj more than 
a boy, and yet his lot had been for many long years a 
▼ery hard one. '* How I wish I might do something 
to brighten dear John's life!" whispered a wish down 
in the deep recesses of her heart; and looking the next 
moment toward the Doctor, she felt that there she 
could find the answer to her wish. He sat with such 
a kindly look on his face, and seemed in such hearty 
sympathy with this home and the interests of those in 
it, she felt sure ho would share her desire to make a 
touch of brightness in her dear brother's upright life. 
The Doctor was so strong and capable to her. She had 
somehow grown to submit her plans to him with more 
reliance on that strength and wisdom than even she 
herself knew. 

Then her thoughts took a brighter phase. She fell 
to thinking how good ho was to always show such gen- 
erous coiupassion to others, when most likely the ways 
of his own life had led in pleasant places, and he could 
scarcely know from experience how to pity others. She 
little knew how his lonely, unselfish life had taught him 
to forget his own troubles, that other lives might be 
richer for the poverty of his. 

She felt rather proud of him. She knew that her 
own people recognized his goodness; that they felt an 
admiration something akin to her own; and so she ex- 
perienced almost a childlike pleasure in seeing them 
so solicitous for his comfort, and so ready to honor him 
in their simple way. 

Ilis behavior was always so full of deference and un- 
obstrusive politeness, which were very delightful in spito 
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tain districts. ex^vesEiiig hs Fnrpsse i«vcr ibe 
of the BoexKzy. and 'Uk viid. prjsrmf- parr of a repcm 
that had horot ihe tread a: iDarj- th[TQ5&z>d f^ei and 
the hlowB of Bttnj tbooss^zid pincf, Hi r &ce lirhted 
up with ffrrt.hnfiiMffrt as he spoke of lii« lore far the 
mofintainff; and Lcae tbonfht agEin thiLi it iras indeed 
strange she had never before discoveired that the ]>0(N 
tor wag almoet handfozDe. ~Bm then." fihe mused, 
**it most be that his Tetrring diapositiaii keeps one 
from thinking nsnch about his persan&I appearanoe. 
Besides, he is so good, one sees onlv the kindness in 
his face, without looking for anTthing less pleasing," 

And then she vagoely wcmdered bow she ever could 
have thought the Doctor old. He certainly looked young 
that morning, although his brown, curling hair, parted 
so evenly in a narrow white line above his broad fore- 
head, showed many silver threads in its glossy waves. 
But his clear gray eyes beamed witb a youthful frank- 
ness, and his calm face, slightly flushed, looked so 
beneficent and serene, so free from all traces of l)it- 
terness or discontent, tbat she felt sure the goncrouH 
charity sbining through it issued from the sweet, jht- 
petual Bpring-time of his heart. There was n certain 
purity about him that all felt, —the sure inh(Titan(!« 
of a life well lived, of wisdom discreetly gathered from 
the best experiences of the past. 

Lois grew almost enthusiastic in hor admiriitloii ot 
the Doctor, and so quite forgot to eat her brcukfaMti Ufi ' 
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til reminded of it by him. *^ Yoa must remember this 
air phnrpcns the appetite, and yon will wish for another 
breakfast before we have driven a mile, — at Lady Snow- 
drop'R pace/' he added, with a sly twinkle of his eye. 

So Ix)is checked her pleasant train of thought, and 
finished her meal without indulging it further. In the 
liurry that followed her preparation to start, she was 
pciirccly reminded of the Doctor, until the girls had all 
assembled in the porch to see her off, and stood giving 
her dress sly little pulls to adjust some wrinkled fold, 
and pinning at her throat the late blossoms of a pink 
geranium which grew in a sheltered corner of the porch. 

"Come, Lois," said the Doctor, fastening Lady Snow- 
drop's check-rein in its place after she had refused the 
cold water of the brimming tank, and Lois with a little 
start and a faint blush went down the steps to be helped 
into the gig, with her mind so confused she scarcely 
realized what had happened until the Doctor was 
seated beside her and they were starting away. 

" I may call you I^ois, may I not, wlien we arc here 
in your old home among your own people who call you 
by that name?" asked the Doctor, as they drove away 
amid the chorus of good-bys from the porch; and he 
lookod down upon the fair face beside him with a pro- 
tecting tendcrncps beaming from his kind gray eyes. 

"Why, yes; I \l rather have you. It is less formal, 
and 80 much more friendly," Lois replied. " But he 
need n't be quite so fatherly about it," she added men- 
tally, as slie remembered with a touch of indignation 
the look tliat accompanied his request. ** There is n't 
so very much difTercnce in our ages, that he can think 
mo a mere child compared to him." 
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** We are almost too litte for tlrt* fnll )y»j^>i^l>^ A? t>>^ 
fan," fibe answered. ^ I like l^sja t<> ^»^r lJ>^ tTH\^ Yv 
fore any of the bright leaves have full^n. ^\)V 0>t^>v^ 
is color enoogii left, though tb<» min<i^ bA>v^ ^^b^>>v^^ 
stripped the boughs. See that rcvi 1m f, ^1i>>M'n3^ ^<\ <hi^ 
snn! It is like a ruby covered with A *?o>vy ^^b1^^^N^v in< 
diamond dust. We can take the loxHvr |3:vi^t>i\ O^rt-J 
winds along the hill just above tJ\o ortvk^ if ysw Wrtisi 
to enjoy the fullest glory of the auttunn \\\ O^o ^>nin\^)s 
tains. It seems much prettier to mo thrtn tht> 1v<ui U^l 
stage-route, for the roadside is uncloaroil^ And %si %^\\\\%^s 



482 AROUND THE QOtDESI DEEP. 

ttio trees grow thicker near the water. Bemdtft, it is 
iisfiociated with tho pleasant driyes I used to take in 
luy childhood up to Kirs. Dennett's, when the old town 
was in its prime. The upper grade was not built then, 
and all this country was in the full flush of its first ex- 
citement, very unlike tho dull lethargy Uiat has settled 
over it now, which scarcely seems disturbed by the 
opening of a new era of prosperity." 

^' Tho lower road, by all means, must be chosen, if 
the solitude is deeper there," said the Doctor. '*Wo 
niU8t not allow the least suggestion of the outer world 
to mar the peaceful quiet of this perfect day." 

Then they talked a while about the changing leaves, 
and Dr. Knupp told Ix)i8 of the maples of New England; 
how tho fall dressed all the forests in robes of bufif and 
russet-gold and crimson, and the brown burs opened to 
let out their treasures; and how he and his brother 
f'lK'nt many hours of tlic purple autumn weather 
ran[^ing the gorgeous woods in search of their store 
of Cliriritnias nuts. 

It WU8 not the first time he had recalled his New 
Kngland home that morning. His thoughts had been 
busy at breakfast time, in a deep undercurrent, through 
all his cheerful talk. The frosty windows, and the in- 
spiration of the home life all around him, had some- 
how touched a chord of his being that had not vi- 
brated so fully or so strongly since the halcyon days 
of his boyhood. To be one of that charmed circle, to 
feel instinctively that he had a little share of the inner 
riches of its love, to be near Lois, and to see her cheer- 
ful once again, opened a vein of happiness as rare as 
it was blissful. 
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But still in that fond returning to his youth, and to 
the influence of his childhood's home, he realized there 
was another feeling, — something deeper and more joy- 
ous, which not only heightened his pleasure in the res- 
toration of those by-gone days, but held a charm, a 
power of its own, stirring him with a rapture he 
scarcely dared indulge. It made his heart even trem- 
1>le, lest he should forget the hard lot fate had meted 
out to him, and which he had resolved to accept with- 
out complaining, and so give way to that nameless 
ecstacy until too late to save himself from the de- 
spairing misery that would follow its inevitable flight. 
And yet there was an exhilaration that rose up 
through all his sad forebodings, through all his set- 
tled griefs, and like the spirit of his dead happiness 
resurrected, pleaded with unconquerable earnestness 
for just that one short season of renewal. He could 
not long resist the delight that possessed him; it 
allayed his fears, and lifted him up into that fair, 
enchanted region, where the world's dull common- 
places, its strivings and its wearing sorrows, have no 
part. 

And so^ as they drove along, he and Lois together, 
on that matchless October day, over the quiet, leaf- 
lined road that led around the hillsides in odd and 
devious windings, he felt that earth was nearer heaven 
than he had ever realized before; he even allowed him- 
self to fancy that the life which he had left. behind 
was cleansed of everything but sweet and spotless 
memories, and the way before him borrowed more and 
more of the beauties of elysian fields, till it ended at 
the gate of Paradise. 
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The ransbine fell in warm, golden showeni ihroogh 
the pines, and turned the white frost-crystalfl into dia- 
mond drops of dew; while above them, on the yine- 
grown bank overhanging the road, or below them, 
where the wild nests of bushes choked up the cafioa 
through which the cl^ar stream roared, autumn's mel- 
low glories were displayed in yellow, dying sprays, 
trembling alx>ve the brownness of the naked earth, 
and flame-red leaf-tongues flashing forth from hollow- 
hearted tangles each moment as they passed along. 
The ferns, old and brittle, leaned out of their rocky 
crevices, and flaunted threads of gossamer from their 
half-crushed silvery fronds; and the squirrels, with soft 
bright eyes and plumy coats of short gray fur, flitted 
alx)ut quickly through the fallen leaves, and left the 
imprint of their sharp toes in the damp red soil of 
tlio road as they ran across to take refuge in their 
sheltered holes beneath the rocks. Sometimes a leaf 
fluttered down from the canopy of vine-mantled trees 
loaning above the way, and lodged in Lady Snowdrop's 
tossing mane, or slipped to the ground after a brief 
stay on her plump, sleek back; and now and then on 
the still, keen air rang out the distant call of some 
wild bird from the echoing woods. 

No word profaned the golden silence, until Lois, 
returning to her thoughts at breakfast time, deemed it 
a fitting season to ask the Doctor what she could do 
for John. She had been thinking, too. And like the 
Doctor, she had indulged in day-dreams that brought 
her memories rare and beautiful. That old graded 
road, leading along the mountain-side through the very 
heart of the wild woods, had seemed to relapse into the 
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calm, primeval beauty that bsd iu^nmrtisd is kniif ago, 
and renewed her cherished, usxhj&xx^ioik^ y^^A^ssks fA 
tho past. And yet Ehe oodd CfOKt Srjtr^ scnoft^iiii^ thsit 
troubled her, though she haidHj daff»d adciit it to 
herself. She shrank from the loBx-^mtm A/t kiKrw 
would return to her when the 'Doeifjr veut hsu:k. to 
Locustville; and yet she told hterserltf that the most 
stifle that strange dread that came orer ber, as s-^me- 
thing hardly usual in friendship such as hers. But 
the dread would not be stifled, so she r&flolred io talk 
of something that would tend to reliere her mind* 

" Dr. Knapp," she said, suddenly, ^ I was thinking 
of John this morning, — thinking how much I would 
like to do something to make more pleasant h]» hard 
life. He has always been such a good boy, — so faithful 
and willing. You can scarcely understand just how 
good, because his trials and hardships hare been of a 
kind of which you know nothing. And I resoU^cd to 
talk with you about it, because your suggestions are 
always so valuable to me." 

" Ah I So we have both been thinking of John, I see," 
replied the Doctor. " I am sure he has been a kind, 
faithful brother. But I am ahead of you in my plans, 
and so, perhaps, you will allow me to finish it for 
you — in your name. During my talks with Mr. 
Sevenoakes I discovered that there was a fine opening 
for some one in connection with the mine, so I im- 
mediately thought of John. It will enable him to get 
help to fill his place at home, and give him besides a 
very fair start in life. I intended to settle the matter 
to-day, and if favorable to my wishes, to consult John 
himself about his ideas of the plan. I scarcely have a 
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doubt but that he will be able to get it, for Mr. Seren- 
oakes has been much troubled with onfiaithfal work- 
men, even since the fire." 

'*0h, Dr. Knapp!" said Lois, quite overcome with 
gratitude. *^ It waa so good of you! I hardly know 
how to express my thanks. You have always been 
more than kind to me, Dr. Klnapp; and I have often 
winhed, — oh, so very muchi — that I could do some- 
thing in return. And though I feel wholly powerless 
to do anything commensurate with the debt of grati- 
tude I owe, if there is ever anything I can do, will yon 
give mo the pleasure I shall feel in performing it, by 
telling me what it is? " 

The Doctor looked wistfully away toward the rugged 
hillside beyond the cafion. He hardly dared trust 
himself to speak in answer to such words while the ten- 
der thoughts and the enchantment of the lovely scenes 
around him filled his heart. And then suddenly all 
reserve deserted him, and he resolved, let come what 
might thereafter, he would unburden some of the over- 
flowing affection of his soul. 

** My sweet friend," he said, " do not ask me thai 
You have already done more for me than any one else 
in the world. You have shown me a glimpse of a life 
more pure and true and lovely than I ever dreamed of. 
You have made me realize that in this delusive world 
all our fond fancies do not end in disappointments — 
in regrets; that there are heights of delight which have 
their foundations in the firm and everlasting rocks, and 
their summits above the frowning clouds in the blue, 
untroubled fields of heaven. This you have done for 
me when the innocent faith of early life had perished, 
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and had left xne hopelessly striving to do my appointed 
work in a world that held none of its choicest blessings 
for me. I have felt this often since I first knew you. 
You have made my life far richer — far better than it 
ever was before; and though I regretfully realize that 
only stray touches of the sunshine you bestow can fall 
on me, — that your chosen path lies far from mine, — yet 
I long to have a little place in your heart, which you 
will keep for me alone, and will feel it is filled by a 
friend whose best and only happiness lies in knowing 
and serving you." 

Lois sat like one stunned while the Doctor spoke. 
Though usually calm and self-possessed, she sometimes 
had moments when all her confidence deserted her; 
though practical, there was still a deep vein of senti- 
ment in her character that thrilled with its pensive 
beauty every purpose and action of her life, and rose 
up at times supreme over every other feeling. And so 
when he who had always seemed so far above her, 
wrapped in his cloak of experience and wisdom, look- 
ing down upon her — though she hardly liked to have 
him do it — from that calm, disinterested plane of 
fatherly friendship, when he declared to her what a 
great part she held in his feelings and life, she simply 
covered her face with both her hands, and had no word 
to say. 

There was just a moment of silence between them, 
which seemed almost endless to Lois, who remained 
with her hands before her eyes, listening as if in a 
dream, in spite of the tumult of her thoughts, to the 
sharp clatter of Lady Snowdrop's hoofs on the hard 
Toad, sounding far away and indistinct to her, and 
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feeling A oool zephyr, freighted with the shrilly 8ad 
whispers of the pine trees, blow against her cheek, and 
tlien die away with soft, low rustles in the leaves. 
But she quickly raised her face, revealing the slightest 
sparkle of a tear upon her eyelashes, which she made 
an unsuccessful effort to conceal, sa3ring, with just a 
suggestion of unsteadiness in her voice, ''You have 
already a place in my heart. Dr. Elnapp; it surely 
must l>e needless for me to tell you that. I know too 
well what it is to have false friends not to appreciate 
and welcome the true. Bitter experiences have taught 
me that. The false are Boon forgotten; they are almost 
obliterated from the memory, and hold no place in the 
affections. But I know that you are a true friend to 
me, because you are a true friend to every one. And 
that is the reason why I spoke as I did, — about mak- 
ing you some return for your kind friendship." 

"My reward has already been received, as I told 
you," said the Doctor, still speaking with unusual fer- 
vor, and wholly without his native reserve. "What 
more can I ask? I understand fully what a small 
|x)rtion of your thoughts belongs to me, and yet, if you 
will let me, I will make it my greatest aim to shield 
you and protect you through every trial in life. I will 
not force my friendship upon you when others are more 
welcome. I only ask the privilege to offer you a con- 
stant refuge in my friendship if you should ever want 
it — ever need it; for, Lois, strive to conceal the fact as 
I may, it will not remain hidden, — I care more for you 
than you can ever know. When first I knew you I dared 
indulge the strange, new joy your presence brought me, 
scarcely realizing what it meant. But there came a 
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day when my fooliehneBS was forced upon me, and I 
awoke to recognize my true position. Still, I could not 
cast aside your influence, and so I found my solace in 
wishing for you all the sweetest blessings life can bring, 
and hoping perhaps in some way I could be instru- 
mental in bringing good to you by feeling toward you 
as I did. And hence, though I am old compared to 
you, though my feelings may scarcely interest you 
now, because my life has been as true and earnest as I 
could make it amidst many sorrows, I ask you to con- 
sider me worthy to be your friend. And, Lois, when 
our paths shall lead apart, and by you all our old asso- 
ciations shall be quite forgotten, if by some careless 
reminder you ever think of me, know that your bright 
image will lie enshrined in my heart as unchangeable 
as the solid rock. Then won't you stop to feel a thrill 
of pity for me, — will you not send me some little 
message of remembrance ? " 

Ho had entirely broken away from his old sensitive 
ehyness, he had far overstepped the bounds of what ho 
had meant to say, and had poured out his whole heart 
as if he could not bear to leave one feeling unexpressed, 
until checked by a glance at Lois. Her face was cov- 
ered with her hands again, and she seemed to be trem- 
bling. 

" Forgive me," he said softly, leaning over her. " I 
did not intend to grieve you, Lois. I little thought 
that I should so far forget myself as to offend you with 
Buch a recital of my feelings — of my thoughts. But 
I shall go away to-morrow, and if my hope of seeing 
you again is sometime realized, try to forget this grave 
mistake which I have made, and think of me as if it 
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had ncrer been. Don't joa think yon can foi^Te me, 
Loi8? '* 

*' I have nothing to forgive/' she answered, looking 
up, and yet trying to hide the traces of tears on her 
face. She felt mortally ashamed of them, confused, 
and troubled. How absurd of her, she thought, to 
show so much emotion, — she who always knew so 
well how to meet emergencies! 

*' I am not displeased with what you have said," she 
went on. " On the contrary, I thank you very much 
for your kind thoughts of me. Do not feel that they 
are not appreciated, — only I cannot tell you — I do 
not want you to go away with the idea that you have 
offended me. You certainly have not." 

''Thank you for that," he said, almost sadly. And 
yet he was wondering why Lois, usually so undisturbed,* 
so bright and strong-hearted, allowed her eyes to be 
dimmed by tears because of his agitation, — why she 
did not, by a few calm words, in her own kind way, 
administer a timely reproof to him for his rashness, and 
sot things on their old familiar basis again. A bright 
hope sprang into life with the thought. 

Why should he not say all, when he had already 
said so much ? Perhaps thereby he could enable her 
to regain her self-command, and she would answer him 
with her natural tranquillity, would talk to him in her 
gentle way, and soothe his wounded heart; and per- 
haps in what she said he might find some word, some 
touch of tenderness, to last him all the coming years; 
and then perhaps — perhaps — ah I the simple thought 
wrapped him again in that uncontrollable ecstacy that 
made him fearless in his hopes. 
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'' I am more than happy that I have not displeased 
you, Lois," he said. " It would he almost an unbear- 
able pain to go away feeling that by my hasty conduct 
I had forfeited what little claim I held upon your 
friendship — your esteem. That would deprive me of 
the best joy I have, — the pleasure of being near you." 
He xiaused, and then, an almost audacious hope spring- 
ing into life at that moment, he asked, *' Won't you 
allow me to love you, and live my life near yours, dear 
Lois? " 

Softly and timidly, very unlike the bright, self-reliant 
Lois of old, came the answer, " Yes "; and somehow the 
Doctor understood it, — understood that it was meant 
to satisfy, not only his modest question of words, but 
the great unexpressed question of his soul, — that it 
removed all misunderstandings, and linked their lives 
together forever after. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

EDWARD Dennett's fortunes. 

DiigrmM doM not oooatt in tlio pnnithiiMnt^ bot in tht 
Alvuuu. 

Tliere it a ploMore rare 
In being mid, which non« bot madrnftn know. 

Dkidm. 

Let U8 jourDcy far across tho blue, tossing ocean, to 
a foreign land, where Edward Dennett has taken refuge 
from the sorrows that have tortured his lacerated heart. 
It is a wild country, vast and beautiful; but alas, how 
unlike his native shore I There are strange people in 
its crowded cities on the seaboard, swarthy natives from 
the island districts, rough herders, and excited miners, 
sturdy, progi^ssive P^nglishmcn, highly satisfied because 
they are on '* Ilcr Majesty's soil," broad-faced Holland- 
ers, and a few Americans. 

What can a young man bred as a liberal-minded 
American do in such a strange world? Life in the 
cities could bring him no profit, and so the broad miles 
of inland country must yield him the occupation which 
will help him to forget his woes, and the strange land 
around him. And again, what is more inviting than 
the wild, free woods, which somehow vaguely remind 
liim of his own native forests of pine? 

At first he tried the mining districts, but the work 
was more than distastful to his fine nature. It was in 
the latter part of October and early in November when 
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'Edward arrived, and ininin^r 
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largely discontinued on icicca.:.*. : .-• - ' - '-' -' 
that his occupation wafl ■•frr- ..'.-'■—- - ' 

his associates were rough. .r.frr.. 'f-.'>*r: .- .. — -■ - ' 
edge of local mining, .ma .•=: '--* ..■..:>-- •• -■- - 

ordinate position while rfl.rr.;r.i: f^.v.--.--. -•-." --- -' 

daily bread. It was at *.h;--. i::^. f-i-r:,.:.-: . .-• '^'^~- 
of his exile, that he rrrf-r:: '.-:-: ■, -*•-.- ... .-■ --'-' -"' 
It had been written -:hor:;' -::-.- .. - v-' - "-''" 
arrived on the steamer * \\:j: ....-*•-- - . . :- - - - - ' ' "" 
were many comforting '.rjc^r'-^^-. :.'..-. . /'..:-• ' •*-'• 
gentle advice, but it heifi .■-:. ..::.': -^'.'/^ ..^^ --'' -'• ••'•^ 
ever join him in his n^w :Af,^'^:. 

'•I cannot bear to rnmic ,» -.■..':•. i ..;^. .:.'_.': ^-/ •-'-'- 

she wrote. "I am ^'i^.r^^j ..:. /'.-- ^...'. v -•'•" • 

home which has been ni;r*r; -•/, -..i^.. / t;^.': ..! .': w./ 
spot on earth where I '';^'i.': rl..': wr.' -.:. ...-.:.. ;..'* ■"::■.■ 
I do not mind the new :jf/fi\''..f,r, .,-. v...'... .' i;.. ;.!..;.'.•:•:, 
it is only for your sake I .=i'*.^*:r ■■/, :/, .'.•-»: .-.'.r'jt... V'.'.r- 
self that your mis fort \ir.fz :. ^t * ;.«. ..':': :.'. / ..•...': !• . ^ ^ - •: . 
I shall ever live in the .-:tror-z':*tt :,'.(.'-. \...^' -f'.ur f-ar/i*: 
will be cleansed of al* dl.-.cor.'.r. i.'.'i ::. it v^ : wiiL 
some time come back to r.v;. rr.7 'i':;i.- -'-r. . :jl:.'1 to li.is 
old home where the bri;rLt V'Tjir^ or' vo ^- «,r.:l'ii.«j<Ai \\\tv 
passed. Be brave, l->e strong, an*! witit. It will sur^^'lv 
come." Edward could not suppn.-ss a ei^h. IK- lovinl 
his mother very tenderly, and keenly tolt tlu* disap- 
pointment of his hope to see her kiiidly faco in his ultrr 
loneliness. But then the thought caino to him o( his 
poor mother severing the ties which ii quart it of u rni- 
tury had formed around her homi\ and thn utttr aim- 
lessnessof her life in a foreign laud; and hn hravi^ly riaid 
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to himself, " She is right; this is no place for her in her 
declining years." At the last there had been a touch 
of joy for him. It was Mabel's message. Mrs. Dennett 
carefully wrote every word of comfort she coold call to 
mind, in her description of Mabel's departure, and at 
last described the farewell at the gate, and Mabel's 
parting words, — *^Tell him when at last he reaches home 
my love will be waiting for him there." Strong man 
that ho was, the letter fluttered from his grasp. He 
could never more think of an earthly home, he could 
never expect to look into Mabel's face again. Ahl 
could he do his part without one struggle to obtain 
those earthly comforts, devoid of which the smoothest 
path through life is hard indeed? 

For a time that thought of Mabel sustained him. Li 
untiring toil he wore away the sharpness of his trouble, 
taking a strange comfort out of the vague, shadowy 
hope of the fulfilment of his dreams in another world. 
It was well for him that such a stray wave of com- 
fort tided him over the most treaclierous rocks of his 
voyage. After a time he grew accustomed to his work 
and surroundings and hopeless loneliness, and he could 
look with clearer vision into his future years, and feel 
somcAvhat reconciled to the cruel fate that so tortured 
him. 

His adversities should not altogether discourage him; 
l>ercft of home and friends, an exile to a foreign coun- 
try, where every face that looked into his seemed 
strange and cold, there was still something left for 
him to do. He was a man still, — let them call him 
fiend as they would; and he had a work before him, a 
long life to use for the sake of that mother far away, 
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for the Bike cf tEu£ <iMEr ^TeBd ^vrrnm j^ -tit:.? -i-^ 
hope to Me again. He- 3iust ivp- wrr. r r • i^ - ,^ 
ory. Oat of & new Lire- ind "!tTnjT^2«^ -it. — t*.-. 
maflt fimhwri his nsih. leairrx :?) .f£:i^.T*>: ..^ .^^ 
coaragementa eP ^faiPf aier Ji.'n. rirrr-f.-.-r vr^.;*-^ ^, 
ward to win sc Icaac die- F ^ i mi -r -. ir- it^. .-.--. 

Fortune fiLTored him ifler i norrrh .z" ^» •*^#^r -: vj^- 
mines. He feil in wrth i ixrrr t rirrrnr-^ ,.-■.' i.^'.-j-t 
an opportoniiy !» 'Siions?- .iii? xcHfi- r .:- - z.:r.:'itt 
their IaImxs. Bmr ^iier inr?r.;r e-*. • -f.. .1 .. - . -., 
wild, unacttLeii 'iistr^i?r9. fo "ii-ir t; r : :f . .'.;: : }^i- r- ^^i. , - : 
that his kit was rmwinir ierrt*r -::*-i^- ▼^> -r.:: r/- ', - 
adrantage. lie i!aaai :?»«?:'-^ lo tp-v- .--r: j...'- *f 

home. Tbeir «?niisrjiir Tn'^'»i imi -"-r -:..::..:■: 
made it ▼**?▼ in«?f?r:ii:a -r'it*-r^ "::ef.- ^-f:»-^r 
sent, and Kiwuri iianii ir •rn*'^.::'" ' ". '-* 
the mines. wber»i hL« 3uul .i;iit :^rf! 1. 
everv toocll ex. '.vrlL:7.ir.rji. u* *!^':': 2. j- 
mother. B^n Le zis^-ir r*ixi""»;i i-i i-ti*^ t^t i" ,-1. i^t 
anxiooa EM'^eagBS. 

Thedars slipofd ry. Ei«i *cl1 b* -arj^n^Ij >j'.';;*b-i i/: i 
waited for the :oc.z-*i?-LiT*ji -.*Tr* ii.i- ▼:!-__ i .-.ct l:kr: 
a picture of aaoch^tr Iijs ir.:.: L:» i-*s*:Li^c cxittcc^r- 

Bnt time had inad^^ rin Jtricr *:.: '*e.Lr !:• hsr^l- 
ehipfl. and it was well fx- Lin. ::r *f:er •.L-^ •irlip^s^ of 
two or three months tb^r* cine £z-::her trial, more 
eevere than all. in which his r:ew s-.r^r.rih s^neU him 
well. It came in the form of an artf-l Ivitcr from Nollio 
Minton, which hv some chance had reaoheil him. She 
had obtained his address by a little stratagem praotistnl 
on his mother, and could not resist the dosirt> to writt* 
to him, offering her sympathy and rogrt^t for Iuh l»un 
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inhmcnt. Thcro were divers hints about the fire, and 
little pleaMintries which made his heart a good deal 
ligliter, until ho reached the part where she had at* 
tempted to write him a word of news. He wondered 
hlindly, as he read it, how that terrible intelligence 
could be written in the same careful, lady-like hand as 
other parts of the letter; why it was that a hand which 
could send him such a cruel blow did not tremble 
sliglitly, out of pity for his pain. George was dead, 
she had learned from friends in Locustville, who were 
sliglitly agitated over the occurrence. She had not 
heard anything further about it, — not even the cause 
of his death. Edward shuddered as ho read the line. 

Alas that George, who hod been his bitterest foe, 
should end his career and leave his victim suCTcring 
still, when all earth's allurements perish with the clos- 
ing of the gravel It seemed hard indeed to Edward. 
Wliut purpose did it serve to George that his victim 
should always bear the condemnation of his own 
wrong? 

Ho continued with his letter, only to find something 
more bitter still. '^I presume you have not heard 
much from ^label since she left Lucky Streak," Nellie 
wrote. " Neither have I. She seems to have forgotten 
her old friends, by such long silence; but then, you 
know, mamma and I live so quietly here in our home 
in the city that perhaps we do not seem quite fashion- 
able enougli to suit her tastes. Her aunt is very am- 
bitious for her. Since their return I have heard that 
tliey undertook a journey to the East on some society 
call or other. And of course Mabel is happy; for not- 
withstanding their severe losses of property in the post 
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make, cares most for a pretty wife, and if her fancy is 
only light, ho can renew it every time he buys her a 
little present, or humors lier in some simple, girlish 
wliini. 

*' The wedding is to take place in the spring, — in 
Man*h, I understand. One hears so many reports 
about such a thing, I really do not know whether I 
ought to forl)ear to tell you that Mabel is extremely 
happy, and has declared her brightest hopes fulfilled 
in the affection of the man she has chosen. 

'' All this I have written, feeling quite assured that 
your admiration for her has so diminished with time 
that you have come to realize her character better, 
and will rejoice over her good fortune. I am sure I 
should, if it were only for gratitude, because she ac- 
companied me to Lucky Streak last summer, where I 
paB8(^ one of the most pleasurable seasons of my life, 
among my old-time friends and the scenes of my 
childhood. 

** r cannot help expressing the satisfaction I feel in 
hearing that you will soon return home, because of my 
love for your mother and my friendship for yourself. 
I am greatly rejoiced to hear that your troubles are 
over." 

With the reading of that letter Edward's comfort 
and trust in MabeFs affection perished in spite of 
himself. He felt assured that Nellie was striving, for 
Fonic reason or other, to poison his mind against 
Mabel, and yet she certainly must have truthfully 
reported Mabel's expected marriage. Nellie was too 
cunning ever to manufacture such a thing without a 
foundation of truth. If Mabel could forget him in a 
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few ghort Mithff, and tteir mntnal pnnxnKS of mend- 
ing afficctnu. or if ahe canld many withont liirrni^ :K:r 
hnsbuid* lie Mt that he hod been nsuilv mistukr^n in 
her. The scales aeemed to &11 from his <tvfts. At the 
first he had not dared to tmst her. Alois! Invi* had 
made hhn hEnd, — totally blind, ontil ton late to -Bive 
himaelfl 

But thioe had been something in ^itUln's missive 
which was very perplexing. He fiatibi mjt <^!ompn5- 
hend why she had referred to his visit home. Then he 
had never hoped for such a thing. Ht* did aot know- 
that the good news which had aevf»r rrianhmi him was 
already old to Nellie, or that her lettttr wouiii never 
have been written but for his good fijrninc?. Etj c'JuLl 
not snrmiae that she hml grrjssly *»3:iuigr»nitc^l an. un- 
certain report concerning lilabeL, to aerv^i Imme^iiiitelv 
her own schemes. After vainly studying over it, he 
concluded to let the matter rest. 

Ahl those weary days that followed! Edward 
scarcely realized how much hope he had placed in 
Mabel's love until he ha<i to givri it up. AJl througrh 
his hardest stru^les it had sustaine<i and cheered 
him- But he had now no sweet and unsullied mem*> 
ries, except those of his mother. 

After a few more weeks of waiting and susperijse* 
Edward at length decided to start for one of the Unc^ 
cities on the coast, and there await his mother** au- 
Bwer, which he had requested should be dirtx'ted therv. 
He felt that she was all he had left,— only one. hU 
dear mother, remained true to her poor, uufortxiuyitt:> 
boy. He clung to the solace which that love giive him 
with a desperation akin to madness. 
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On Lis way to the city he went to the mining camp 
where ho had first found employment. There, in the 
dingy little office, the postmaster handed him a for- 
eign letter, which made his heart beat wildly with 
both hope and fear. It was from hia mother, and she 
was well, he hastily gleaned as he opened it, and then 
he more calmly read the letter. 

Mr Dbak Son Eowaed, ^ 

Yoar ooostant loUars bring me comfort^ Vat naee I lutve been 
boping for your retam, the weeke are endleee, sad each day doees 
in a bitter disappointment became you have not arrived. Pardon 
my impatience. It results from the longing of a mother's heart. 

My yearning breast schools itself to qnietness by the conscious- 
ness of your comparative comfort during the few remaining days 
which you must spend in exile, for the first letter that reaches you 
will tcU you of your good fortune. 

My son, I cannot forbear thinking that aome of those letters with 
their " tidings of great joy ** must hare been reoeiTed, and that you 
are even now homeward bound. The proof of your innocence all 
camo about through our dear little friend, Lois Warren. A friend 
of hora. Dr. Knapp, has charge of the hospital at Tenayee, where 
George Brooklyn took refuge; for he was terribly burned that night 
of tho fire, and besides, as the result of his wounds and the exposure 
to whicli ho was subjected while making his escape from Lucky 
Streak, he contracted a fever which proved fataL It seems that he 
was ouce an admirer of Lois, and Dr. Knapp, being Lois's warm 
friend, took an unusual interest in him. Thus it came about that 
he niatle a dying confession of his guilt to the Doctor, since he com- 
mitted the crime for which you have been so cruelly banished. He 
gave Dr. Knapp papers which substantiate your innocence, but I 
dare not send them for fear of their miscarriage. But come home 
and receive these precious documents from the hand of your mother, 
and read your welcome in the faces of all your old friends. 

I am going to tell you some news. A queer little cart, drawn 
slowly along by a pretty cream-white horse, stopped before our door 
one afternoon, and I was surprised to see the same bright little Lois 
of long ago spring out, assisted by a stout^ dignified personage whom 
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Ae isfcradaced as Dir. Kai^^ ntgj^ laraka tibt jaj^aL mew^ titej 
iNroa^ii IBB wi& rtadifn] ddieacy. Tbfr IXicter ku «c& % kial iwt^ 
and mannffT tbaft I was i^bd to aee die arannesn traeaJsitip exis&^i 
betwaen them, and whea be told ma ^hat Lois bad only that otoirain^ 
promued to tweome bis wi£e, we aE bad icaaoa ti> zejoice tog«?tber. 
Praettoal, omgetie litde liois MasKid like a raae wliaa I kused lier> 
after my congratnbtinna to tlM IXoctor, aad thk explained tW wf t 
hrigbtaeas of ber blnpheU eyea^ vbkli usually an so nerry and 
shrewd, yon reooDecL 

They stayed to dinner, bat I ooold not pcevail npoa tbem to make 
me a longer visits so they drove off again about snnaet. I suppose 
the prospect of a long moonlight drive was too tempting under the 
circnmstances. They were going dear down to Bobinson's, — for 
Lois was home several weeks on a visit. I shall never forgot ber 
little farewell wave of the band, as she smiled back at mo in t)te 
rich golden glow of the waning light. She is a sweet girl, Kdwanl, 
one whom I have long loved. Her frequent visits bore before uhe 
went to teaching were a great delight to mo, as you know. But I 
bad almost grown reconciled to her absence when Mubul Willis 
came, though I fear Mabel, with all ber charming ways, bos not the 
deep feeling and constancy whicb make Lois such a blosaiug to all 
who love ber. 

I bave not received a line from Mabel sinoo she loft. Btill, re- 
membering ber sweety artless ways, we will not think ill of hor. 
Her aunt may bave been displeased, and you know it wouM ]m iifi< 
wise to scorn the opportunities the world offers to ono so fair as 
KabeL 

In Mrs. Dennett's letter there was a brief sccourit of 
an occurrence which merits a fuller des^;ri[;tiori. 

Ever since Edward Dennett's doimrture, trusty, faith* 
ful, old Mike Logan bad l^een over Ut w*m i/t iWu^yn at 
the Dennett place every day, afUsr Win work'hotjrit at 
the mine, and bis watcbfal ^;are t',xU:tA*'A Vt U^/; *:x- 
haosted claim of tb*; GoUkn iJ^j^p, Wb';fi of/j[y/r^.*ii,i»/ 
permitted, Mr, Jy^f^f* wfjfA4 whu4 b;« way of^t l**/; 
quiet hills to tbk Va^I/ /^r^ai^ iktA t\^A \jr*t\ hu 
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the dark, silent rooms where the msting mmchinery 
and gloomy soUtadc spoke to him in a welcome lan- 
guage of the half-forgotten past He was given to 
brooding, in those days, over his lost Nita, and the 
hopeless loneliness and desertion of these once busy 
scenes seemed in accord with his grief. 

One day as he passed the old town on his way he 
caught sight of a latticed arbor with its falling rafters 
entwined by a luxurious climbing rose running wild 
and rank in its unregarded growth over the decaying 
supports. A vision of Kita in her babyhood, which 
seemed to him but yesterday, holding out her tiny 
hands for clusters of the same bright flowers that, were 
budding out so crisply now, came before his eyes, and 
made them dim with sorrow. 

Hastily he turned his back upon the place to control 
his grief. What would he have thought could he have 
known that beneath that >ane in the moisture rusted 
the small, glittering dagger which she had dropped 
when the fierce purpose of a blind vengeance had been 
BulKlued by Mabel's tears? 

The dash of fire and restless ambition in Nita's 
character had always been a blank to her father; 
and even her husband, John Gloucester, never fully 
comprehended it. He had become a son to Mike 
Logan, who learned to love his daughter's husband for 
her sake. The young man had wept with deep sorrow 
for her loss, and to her reported errors his ear was 
almost deaf, for his heart was still clinging to the 
romantic attachment ho had formed for her, and he 
excused every fault on the ground of youth and child- 
ish innocence. So it was, to those who loved her, that 
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Aftnr ronnidcnibla Bpeculation about earthquaket 
and the explofion of gases, he at last concluded that it 
must have been caused by the caving of one of the in- 
clines, and later on he felt an uncontrollable curiosity 
to pry into the secret. 

lie started for Lucky Streak, where he told his story 
to the crowds of idlers in the saloons, but it only excited 
loud bursts of laughter from the incredulous miners, 
who attributed the sound to some blast from a neighbor- 
ing mine. At last, after ho had interrupted the interest 
in the games of cards, he prevailed upon a dozen or more 
of the miners to go. They set out well provided with 
ropes and chains for the repair of the cage at the mine, 
but afternoon had begun to cast its shadows ovei* the 
eastward slopes of the pine-wrapped hills before they 
had ascertained that the old machinery was in perfect 
working order. 

When all was in readiness, four men, Logan among 
thom, took their places in the cage, and were slowly 
lowered into the well-like winze of the mine. At every 
foot of the descent a pause was made, until a shout 
from the men gave the order to go ahead. It was a 
dangerous piece of work, they all knew, for another 
explosion might occur, or the walls might bury them 
under crumbling heaps of earth and rock, and they 
who worked the machinery at the top looked down 
will) feelings of awe and wonder upon the flickering 
torches tliat made weird shadows around the little 
party far below in the deep shaft. 

At length a shout from the dim underground cave 
called '* Halt," and the men had reached the first level. 
As Logan sprang out of the cage, he stumbled over a 
lilile mound o{ lock^^ tio\tk tb^ to^ of which a small 
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cautMBOU Jmefi -lajK i iiie ng :£ar 'SHsse-cami ^vdtL iiieir 
tofcbeiLtflKr ii&er nea: <art*i voidrc- nn bh i. xnnr if* 

8«€ied tod IE fiicL imiffiisal «3fHS ±mai: lEOTsrr 
way aad.<&3&. 

at Locfcr fitsfaflr scuA ish ^nossr ir ^arnrr TwrniK: ^oiD^ 
hogiuk was a TrrlTrifflne -vmoe ^TgiRrifiny^ -wb^ IrmTSgd 
in soeh isssxaea^, 9& lik nsrvss -wsrir gnh^ Tmsnrxzng f cc 
a time, aod be tiOEaizanaublhr ^in^ vint'rugf -k^ xbe colxfi^ 
aboift bein^ too 7«Enaz»8aiD&. ^IH lie liazitsfed if I 
don't smell poiwds^^ £add {iQie znzker. a 2xi5dd)e-v£|^ 
man, sniffing fbe air, asA ea.Tzlkn2£lj peeiing aK>ut^ 
'' I wonder if there hain't been an expiksesoo. I oncd 
heam old man Dennett saj, — peace to his ashes! ho 
was n't much like the had weed of that name who fol- 
lered him, — he once told me that a big lot of gun- 
powder was left in here after the closing of the nHiu\ 
It was said to be damaged, and they did n't have lu) 
use for it, so they left it be. I recollect it, bocauso a 
lot of us had a notion of taking it for oursolvoB| but 
we finally gave it up." 

** Drat my heart! I smell it, too," said another, grow- 
ing more excited. *'We'd better wheel in and g<»t IImi 
cage ready to go back. There might bo a right Hiniiii 
of that thar stuff here that '11 blaze away aforo wo kmI 
out, anyway." 

"Be aisy, boys!" said Logan. "Ycz na^knt l/<i in 
such a rush. We '11 go slow, and Ibind tli« thing mw 
we 're down." 
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Into the long, dark drifU tbe red light of the msoking 
torches pierced, retting now a moment on some brown, 
damp, jutting rock, then sparkling in fitful ripples on 
the black water pools underfoot, or glancing along some 
swollen timber or broken pipe. The miners at last 
grew discouraged in their slow, toilsome search, and 
only groped carefully about, looking part way into tbe 
uiusty drifts, from which even the damp, poisoned air 
seemed almost exliausted, and always keeping near 
the cage, till Logan, frightened and inexperienced as 
he was, in his eager desire to fathom the mystery, felt 
compelled to take tbe lead. 

At length, over on one side of the mine, ho discovered 
a dark ijassage-way, which looked at a distance as if it 
had been filled up with dirt and rubbish. On going 
nearer, and steadying as much as possible the flicker- 
ing flame of his torch, he could see that a heavy clod 
was blowly rolling down the side of the earth mound, 
and that a sprinkling of fresh dirt covered the ground 
around him. Carefully he ventured forward toward 
the njyBterious corner, calling to his companions to 
follow him, until at last he stood near the passage-way, 
where the walls had been ploughed into a mass of 
inoiHt, powdered earth, where a ledge cropping out of 
tlic wall was crumbled, and huge masses of rock, cleft 
in twain, hung over fissures freshly torn out of solid 
walls, and where flinty splinters scattered about bore 
witness that some mighty blast had rent the strong 
foundations of the earth. 

"It's the jx)wder," whispered the elder miner, draw- 
ing back. "You know, Logan, that was the place 
where they used to put it first,*' he continued, pointing 
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the tr.:rj!^r». ra=^*r:.irw •.■' »-':-v..u:* :/. .. '.'•■. v.- -. •-. *...; 
sharp ny:z». r.-—-.x^i :■-.-. ".:,c v;>/-. *.sr, ••: . • \. . \. - 
laet gold-zrrrr.r-.r^i *^-.'V=: vi.? L:*-.*?^-.--! ^:.-. ;. w^ yrw .-.m 
han-est I a r L-n^- 1 :.•_ i -- v- 1^ i vn. i _-.-.. k , v^ v *. . ^ • : vf 
broken p:p^: be':.:r-d ::-e:i:. 

No fear thev frl: of a ^K-ond 1 ia?** ::: :::t' fiitv i»l th;tt 
glorious treasure. Thev were even desjKra^- to ilivo 
farther; and one man. seizing a piece of wikkI tVikUi 
the wrecked timber supports, plunged it with all liis 
strength into the harrowed pile of earth anil hniki'ii 
rock at the closed mouth of the drift. Othera liilKiwtuI 
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his czainp!c, until tho little force were furiously Bcat- 
torii)g damp clods in all directions, and loose stones 
that gave a promise of golden worth were tossed care- 
lessly behind them into a pile for future examination. 
Even the loose, crumbled t>oil seemed heavy and rich 
with that golden shower, and each stroke of their sticks 
seemed to the half-crazed men about to open a pocket 
lined with sheets of solid gold. 

At length, in the midst of that wild confusion, one 
stopped and looked earnestly at something white, half 
buried in the mound before them. The others paused 
a moment to look also, and one gave it a push with 
his piece of board. It was no rock, that soft white 
thing; it was not stiffened paper, so wrinkled yet so 
firm. Was it — yes, surely, — oh, horrible^ ghastly 
sight I — it was a human hand severed from the body, 
pale, and stained with earth, convulsively stretched 
wide open, and stififened in that strange position. 
"Iloly Virgin I" cried Logan, blessing himself and 
throwing down his stick. "It*8 graves we're digging 
into, boys, and it's bad luck wo '11 get of it all." 

One miner lifted the terrible thing into tho air, 
while from it dangled long, pearly tendons and pieces 
of mangled flesh. A profound silence fell over the 
little party, and for some moments no word was ut- 
tered, and no sound broke the awful stillness, until 
one miner said, in a loud, strained voice, " Let 's look 
closer; what's that on the finger?" Sure enough, 
there was a ring on one of the shrunken fingers, a 
pretty cameo ring, delicate, yet richly carved in an- 
tique fashion; and with one accord the miners looked 
into each other's faces and said softly, "KnowlesI" 



•* He was getting crazier every da\%^^ SMti oi^^^ *^ 5^tt^^- 
thing '11 come out yet He hc]pe<l Br\:^>klyn with tht^^ 
fire, we can be mighty certain from th^ lo^i^ka of thiug?^^ 
He never acted straight after it; and I N\> W^w ^Ax^)k\\\^ 
for suthin' like this here to happen every dny,'* 

"He's been doing penance, tlie i)oor divUI*' mh\ 
Logan. "And mighty good penanoo it wa»I ^* h^ ttthlt^tl, 
pointing to the ore heap, to explain his ghuHtly Jt)kr*j 
and thinking of the book in his poekot, h« HU^|!oi*tt»t| 
that they search no farther until thoy luul guun hIm)Vm 
ground to report their discovery of thu liotly himI lUU 
ward Dennett's newly found fortuno. Tho pniptmltlon 
was readily accepted, so anxious y/t'Y^ thei iiiImmin (u 
disclose their strange story; and so, loiuliiii^ ih»<tMM')vrtN 
with their golden treasures, thoy HuaUnl ih<«»ntt»i|vM« 
again in the cage, and shouted for tho ttum ui i\it) Ufp 
to " Hoist away.'* What wonder that t^xflUunt^ui ran 
high when the miners ncared the top of tho whi//<t tth<l 
shouted up their great dis<;ovcrl<;«j? It whh ^h;;o«t 
past belief, until the glittering quarts wtiu tliftplttytiif 
with its golden seams and ntigg<dK; HtA t)>ij ;/>*?//, 
once more upon the green, 1/right nurf^uA. i/f tl**r ^^tiU^ 
started breathlessly Urmsirl the t//irn with i)^'^r w^/tn 
derful story about ttie Qoi<Um D^'j^, 

Thai ni^ in M«, iMtm^i^n lii/r^ry tJ^ idfi$.ni^ 
pocket-book was r^^^ ^M ih^ <!y4*^f H ^^^/fk U** 
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gradually lost his mind, becoming morbidly fearfol 
that the secret of his crime would be divulged. Mr. 
Scvenoakes had repeatedly assured him of his safety, 
and advised him to leave the scenes around Lucky 
8treak forever, with the resolution to retrieve his evil 
life in a more friendly locality, but the poor wretch had 
persistently refused. It was supposed that in an insane 
freak he had wandered over to the Grolden Deep, and 
had formed the resolution to explore the mysteries of 
the shaft. He had lowered himself into its black 
depths, and when he had reached the floor of the first 
level, hoisted the cage empty to the top again, leaving 
himself hopelessly imprisoned in a living tomb. 

The diary in the pocket-book explained somewhat 
the terrible hallucination which had caused him to ex- 
plode the blasting-powder. 

March lOth. 

Oh what joy! My first impulse after thanking Heaven U to write 
of tho great i>cace I feel that I may at least die in the light. Though 
I have uo hoi>e of <lclivc'rance, and perhaps no one may ever pene- 
trate to my dark tm<ler;:^ound tomb until both thii record and I 
shall have been dissolved to earth, yet my wild brain most find 
some relief, and I will write to give to the explorer after the world's 
great motor — gold — something, though naught but a dead and un- 
8i>eaking wail of a human brother who lived and suffered and per- 
ished long ago. 

I muHt explain how I came here. But my brain is clouded; my 
thoughts whirl around like a vast wheel, so fast that I can catch 
nothing untd at last it stops, and I see everything plain, and its 
t&nglcd shape is made perfect again; but alas! the next moment all 
is lost, and I am weakly striving to remember and understand, while 
nothing rewards me but tho consciousness that I am a human being 
shut up in a deep, chill cave far under the earth, and my wildest 
screams can only waken dull, hollow echoes from its terrible gal- 
leries. 
Lot mo coUcct my thoughts. It seoms years ago that one pleas- 
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r TJltfi "wdrL ■^ana:; — ant ^kj^Eaa ci- 

3iins j«r &.s]izmr-. UHK Ja zau, l»esL ^xsttu. >t vcv- 
tect M iitriiii ^m Til i -w^bsl j£ -m^am- am; amnmftatT^T^^iae^ >c^»«- ><«ii^ 

ax. ia& i«i^(r£iffir-;i«iii;^ sii£ "^ir ^mc ^qcio^b:^ ISatc^ 

-w^Bm of eonk a a ifasBa* soil ^wsanm jis^x^ ica&a ^ v;ikaii vst suTj, 
and vhk ■» bc^ cxccsk -sae aaiCMy ^oie^ 1^13 stfwte inpe«»«l w\mM 
miss me^ aad farfri^j liaa I seuk vAS^rs&bea ^ ex|>2<dt« iW wutM^ 
would tliiBk of t^ dask pKaafv-^vaj -s^u kd i«> n v pctj^Mu 

Ah! vbo eoeld jazmt t&e «£««▼ c£ lias bottr ! TVi» i&f^l iiH>«kMknU 
were terrihle. Tlie -peiisfaxQgm rcckd iroM av UMr>^lM^iil).l in riYiMXjk 
I tore st tlie slimy walls wish mj Bsils, I senNOttes). I ivxjun^h Wl 
the door snd the waUs were solid. All '«r»s ldahcktt<>c$di «lKA't» «^u^l 
below, and all aroond me, until I wondere'A if I wie>ro nf^l^' iu i\\^ 
flesh, or only a spirit without sight or conseiousnesst, sc»yi» iXmi I WM 
Buffering the torments of the damned in the darkness of tht> pit« I 
was suffocating. A heavy weight was upon my choat, a DuutMMul 
clanging bells were ringing in my ears, and the vague UunigUt ouiua 
to my mind through hundreds of other thoughts and feoliugci, -^ Uta 
relieving hope, — that I was dying. 

After long unconsciousness I awoke again, — awoko, l)Ub I ouultl 
remember nothing for a long time, — not ovon one thuught libuiiti 
the outside world, — and lay as insensate and torpid lu thu umwliiiK 
reptiles that went sliding about the slippery door with iu». I Wim 
lying on my face, so weak that I could not riMO, but I rttAubtid utiti 
to the walls, and my hands met with a heavy, wood-liko Miib«Uii«i0, 
Soon they came to what seemed to be the edge of tliiM huni mtiU»t'\it.\, 
and the soil beneath it felt more dry and Hiiiooth thttii ttlnawUmti 
about the walls. Then my thoughtd came buxik to iim with u. mai 
den rush, not to bring tho blank ininery of tUuimir, but tliii |;)iti«M<j<| 
realization that though death thr<;ai<}fio<l, lif<i wmm hUH tniu^i, tth^i 
tiiat this was the door under whii;;h i\usr4s wa4 a. t'jiwM iUtii Uii ht *^H 
I might dig, then, with the surcHy that I wim iM/i wtftUtttK Ut t4m 
wrong diffictiaa iiito tii* mAuX isfuVU* With M«y ksuin L l/#j^/ M4^i 
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barrowMl lo rapidly that tooo I had a hole large enooi^ te aak 
my arm in, aad I knew by the relief I felt that the air waa mahiag 
throngh. I drank it in with an im<jaenchable thirat for a time, and 
then I could riie. Over in one eomer I remembered to have seen a 
rack on which the powder waa often placed to keep it dry. It wai 
decayed and falling, bat I foand an iron prop fastened to a piece of 
broken wood, lo I firmly grappled both and tried to twiat them oA 
The wood was swelled and corered with blistering fungi, ao that it 
was hard to hold, bat with the strength of desperati<m I wren^ied 
them looee. The iron had a pointed end, — it waa a good tool, 
— and so I foand the door again, and jost beside it I began my 
work. What use to relate my toil ? I had no thoughts bat te dig. 
Hocks flow into my face and fell upon my feet; wet ckids spattered 
down and sometimes snffocated me, so that I was compiled to sedt 
relief and rest at my ventilator under the door; but still I worked, 
until at l-jngth, after long hoars, the final barrier crumbled, and I 
wa4 free. I waa free for what ? Only one blessing, — that of light; 
for waa I not deep down in the forgotten mine, where soon star- 
vation and the vile breath of the decaying timbers would destroy 
me ? From a narrow passage I beheld a glow, and groping toward 
it blowly, and feeling ray way lest I should fall through aome deep 
wiii2e or into a rotting pool, I found my torch all burned but the 
final inch, which drew from me shouts of gladness, repeated by the 
echoes back like thousands of dull groans and faint whispers from 
the peopled blackness of the galleries beyond. By this ray of light 
I fuund other torches; and now I satisfy my hunger with the loath- 
some creatures that share my abode. I write to keep away the burn- 
ing madness that creeps over me, and wait for death. 

Yesterday a man, very thin and very tall, whose hair and face 
and eyes were snowy white, — only the latter burned like stars 
when ho spoke, — came slowly up out of the black pool in the cor- 
ner of my cave, and stood before me. " What is your mission 7"* I 
asked. 

"To show yon all the great, strange mechanism of the under- 
carth," ho said, in a loud voice that shook the rocks from the crum- 
bliug walls. And then a pure white fire burned around his feet, like 
a clouil, and a faint music, sweet and rare, was struck from chords 
far under the earth. 
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TooKy'' Be aazd; aa«l immediately tlie (^roiiiifl ff:ll <*\^'>-./ ^ 
befor* kim» wlier« the white flame burned, aii'l rl^i.;},.../ • 
togetber w« nnk ^ nndeiground, the Holid rotk «:«i.ii u.' >••• / 

nakevsApftth, but closing again bchiud uh. Wi: ^..i...v.'. i 

WQihknal TCLOs of gold hidden in lod^c^ du<4> down ii« t. 

the Kuly and neirand then a gamot or ri<;li froiwi li.t' 

fell into the bnmiag fames of fire tliat \Ait\\\FU*A o>.i // . , / 

long joomeying we came at last to what tlw: Hti;u.x .1 .,•,." 1. 

the soil below the mines of Lucky Stnsak. J bi^'i 1 

sounded familiar; but he said, O no, I huii ua^'t j. -.'-. . 
and wo must keep very still, for wc wcio tAy,i. '^. ...... 

boring where the voices of tlio miners dtxA 1 l/< 1. -1 ' y^ 
Click, click, sounded a picking hammer. J'ii.;l:./ ... / . • 

that light, boys, over in the tunnel V) tlw. r-i -.,//..< . ' 
there." Then again: **Iloist away, —- all jf'V.y i. / 

a rumbling sound, that seemed t<> duturU ^.^' ^- >•.•- ,.■ 
us, and then a rattling, and I UMkc'l m v".i.'. . // 
"Oaly the car coming down the iii«:liji< ." i,,. ...'^ ^ .1 .■ 

and again a voice, — oh Heaven! my M.i.i/< ) ,-. .. /" . 

as I remember it so well, saying, 'Mi</«v l/j.'../ . . . ■ 

miners are gone! I do not like it i^> \,-.\. i ' ' . 

miss the lights on their hatu, makiii)/ ti.t. j/...> 

ing army of men scattered into ^.si.i ^ i.-^.^ 

my dear, it is not pleasant; and lx::)i«l< , ti.' ...«.,<. .« ■' 

I must take you up again; tln:'.»<; imi';': •/'•'. '. ••• ' ' 

too; BO come." Edward iJonitet I V. vo.'.« 'J 

guards her! Something uuul-: lue kIj-. '«'.'.< •.!.': iv"" " 

must go," said my guide. **'Jiie \t*n.^nt »•■>* *•••■•• <-'.«*.•• • «.... 

the mine is making you ill." 

We travelled far, of Le:i for lu :!«:.•. if, j«ft*j/i. ».'A.^i #'•' t. i.n.. . 

time came to whore the earLii w;ji.'. \'i*f..< . ••••'i y» •■" • "' ' • 

slowly. "Why do we not go i-i^l^-i w i^i. «•... #•.'.^ -■ ■ 

easily?" I inc^uired. *' We itr"; <.oiiimi;/ 1,0 » '• »<•' *' • / •••• ' 

the surface, so I niu^t b<; eaur'nl iio». to ':i.!i,-ii»i «» • 1 ' '• " 

let you look upon the faf;ert oi the *!« ..-I m, I *-;ii- **• 

nianded the fir** to burn qMi«;j.!y, jii*'1 i». .-ni'fl'i- »• 1 ' * ■ 

at length the fumes cleure'l away, mUmi./. J t* »• i"""J *" ♦ "" 
walLi, and thei-e glowed vAAV.A.\y i» «. !*• »:/>», i.-f.. »-'•»•» J'ii'** '■» 
the centre of our b<iuare K)rtvr;e wan a l"»K. bhi^* k cwko wi 
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wiiherod flawvrt vpmi it W« ttood in nl^iioe. I removed my bat, 
mkI Um Hptrii of th« (^rooiMl took off bis erownf mado of erifpf 
lirigbt crysUla from ibe ic«*c»re«. '* Hball wo look Qpoo bi« fafoe?" 
bo Mi«l. I bont ami r«wl wbat was ODgrarod upon tbo pUto,*- 
*'(;uorgo liro(*klyo, ago«l 30 yoan'*; and iben I lookod at tbo iaea. 
Ho WAS lyiug partly on bis sido, and bis axpraaiion was calm and 
poaooful; bis banils, wbito and oold and doatbly, wero laid npon bis 
t»roast, wbilo around bim wero acattorod dry and emmbling roM 
leaves. One bad fallen upon bta face, and I tried to moire bim to 
abako it off, and as 1 lifted up bis bead I saw tbat tbo wb<da side of 
bis faf;e was scorchoil aiid scarreiL "Alas I *' I criod to tbo spirit, 
"wo liave 1iunie«l bim«'* And then my words dissolrod the spells 
the sceno IumI |iasse<l away, and tbo wbito flame spurted fortb again 
in a brilliant cUmkI of incandescent loveliness. Soon we wero mtff- 
log on, our strango fire |wrifying all decay, past graves in which 
wore lying the young and fair, half fallen into dnst, sometimes a 
plump cheek gone, and sometimes the pale luuuls witberod; past the 
oM, lying doa<l with silver locks grown long aliout their peaceful 
facen, — all wrapped in that broathloss calm tbat enchains them till 
the Last great calL Wo liegan to sink doep again, and after long 
silence and much journeying, the Ground Spirit said we were very 
far <lowu in the earth, travelling untler the boundless ocean-lied, with 
inilcH of purple waveii Unuting alnive us. Wo canio ujioa old wrecks, 
wliicli tlio (Irifting, reMileM waters ha^l Imried deep in the settling 
Wiixlff and matted fiea-wo4)«ls until the waters rolled alnive. There 
were queer thingi* in them, — bright joweU, human txfnefi preitervc^l, 
the ntraiige machinery of the oMcu timejf, and quaint little boats in 
whieli the iiahem long ago drifted over the smrxith, sparkling waters, 
and under the Hoft, azure fiky, feeling as if they sailed between two 
t4:nder, gentle hf:avens. 

"Only one thing more will I show you,** said the spirit; and in* 
stvintly wo went cranhing through a lied of rock that tumefl to a field 
of diamo.'ifU ai wo Mi>e 1 on. Millionii of brilliant gems were crushed, 
t!ie hri^lit jiowdcr flying like ftparks of fire, and making magnificent 
haloH of light all about the lirger nUmts:* that were falling heavily, 
yr;t ^dowing as Min^i, witli gli»t<!tiiMgM of purple and scarlet ami green, 
into tlio fire around uh. In dew like Mhowers they fell, shivered 
sonietime.<i to long Hplintcrs like needles, rounfled at others like 
smooth, lustrous pearls or drops of water. "This is part of my 
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work," said tiie %trU of ifae Groaad. ^'I alwsy* f^on^ throngh 
tho diamcmd bowlden, to brcaJ^ aad eranUe iheaL,** After iiiui Im 
Ureatlied upon me, aad I aw no mmre, nttil he said ia » loud roioa^ 
« Aronae ! we aic Beaunag the iUMem lAbCf*"; aad I awoU Joafc la 
time to get a gjUa^ae of ear patk aa w« were riaiag to ester tlie 
mino. Wo roae £roa the powdcr-rMaii, aad I saw, aa we paated ap^ 
a marrdloas pocket of ^ii4 lici^ ktavysagpeia eaadUedded IB l^rM 
ledges, whidi we l ao aearf , craffiaig mtt emem te t&e aarfaca ^4 Umt 
excaTatico. I was catnBa«4 wkk w aa dtr , '^Tlna aMae ia a«i a 
nselesa one,* I aaid; bat Ift* ifcnt l aa wrw d mA. Be plaeed ave 
where I aat wbcm he too^ me »*% j^ aB«s«Ml Utr a ayam; xa tsleat «ia)eai/ 
before aie, wkOe s«««s» hargAi^ mmee i«ated tW»Mij;^ the Am^ 
edioiiig taaarli^ aaal a farevtHI ihat ltiMnt<!>d aae lMi|| wstib tta awf «1 
grandeai; aad tkcm ^a^ffiaR>$ oatu* tiae panl ai^tMH^ lie «aaa» iwtfc^ 



There are ^itea ef iarmj m iSuk &if»r«a«^ Ctaie aaj|M'-it waa 
night becaaar- t&e attaaa weee ikJMsa^ 'mh0em we r'sae IfiMa «artk — a 
troop ef ipnisa ^axe abe wini^ t(»> II7 wick fiaeM lar iatS^ tJM raat r^ 
gioBs of fpao& TW ocaei o&ais I ^diri; a>v 4ife<» watdMii <w Msv^ 



clear wxalcr akaeb. wid» ayei!f iMva^ii lUbtr^tiM^ 
tkroagk the Uackane <i£ ij^atfifv j^aewkr^aad: flUMwtH.»iiiiatirfaJ 
Hew to<vaEil t&eai^ Faoat taupin^^ tii«( atsiif]f «li«s««uMa 4^ 
bcred wai&ia ec&er aoaaa ity^am*stL, rfiuc lid»i a«!!9^<»v fww& v t^f ^j^ k n^ ««^ 
the aaked eyt S mi i h ^ ' ly i p ^ a pj jbiai ^h<t TtwrVi H<*i<vw, I jryibevi Wtk 
to the caack wikaaes: wif: eaaus^ JCrtraia^ suuie hfiw^^ ^ef^tkiHi, <i«F^ ia 
we \A^ Sir ail a&mit is ikrta« a> "vliiise ;^i<ir7 <uf lii^ie. wt^t^Hunq^ 
> to wkevs: tibK aeBM«i^iu!9( mgetTpuA :aov «9e«!«. 7*$^ ^txyitm. ^a a 
«f waoer. Tu!B% unam js« 'lark Uxu^ w»a wiajuiij^ a^^akOHS 
the i&Baa «i£ al*'«sr ^ac 'Uiugidj UnasUtfi xlta tr««m. ^h« suvmsauut 
wkzfie la^igeti Mui jg<*ginni^ »bi ^iu» isu&n a«iH r.9>«rt 9ni«>i7' 'urjt^ic^ 

Aati tdusa 'om^ ^Siac nusmj^ itvuie ^aK ji<- 
<i£ T^aiaa. aaxi ^ihe liaw ^aeaff^ilixi^r 'tr' ic^dc 'aiac «inn«Ka 

w^ieiii wUu'h. auiaC ^fmmi»7 «4Citi«i*a 'inmwnd, j- 

!1A 'iaeri Ji <(su>r imi« thac 'aaaxmz m r-j 
eah 4f thft 4icaa <e»ief>( -Sua i^^ -^an t« 

is. wsim. tfiid saA veuoe^ 




4G0 AROUND THE OOU>EK DEEP. 

a Tvil with a ulrery, golJ-lightad mist. After tliat oame tlie deep 
•orenity of spaco UeyoDtl, guns terriblo in their deBtroying glare, 
pUneta Awinging in their anyiuliing orbits, oonstellatioiis stretching 
far oat in a billowy cload of whiteneaa. Kebnla after nebula were 
revealed. Countloaa thoosanda — ay, myriads — of worlds were 
paaaed, systems great and amall, with their planets and satellites, 
a:id comets that shook their showers of flashing meteors throii|^ 
illimitable tracts of space; natil wearied, I asked of the spirttii 
'* Where is the roof of heaven ? ** 

" The roof of heaven," " the roof of heaven, ** they answered. 

" Or where is the gate ? "* 

"The gate," '* the gate," was all I heard. 

" Tell me ! " I cried, in the agony of alarm, for we eeemed fli'^t'^ 
on forever through the bonndless regions of the stan. As I spi^e, 
sliects of flame blew past ns, and then darkness quenched the 
light of all the stars, and we were lifted up and up, we knew not 
whither. Then I was in ecstacies, — I was filled with raptures of 
which I had never even dreamed before. We stopped, and a sudden 
rolling sound came to us, and then as light broke dimly on our be- 
nighted senses. Paradise opened out before our entranced vision. 
Light pure and holy and soft shod floods of glory over all, — long 
vi^itas, bright aisles, gorgeous streams of light, were there. Great 
raptures of melody, such as satisfied all we miss in our earthly bar- 
monies, drifted out to our charmed senses, for here the soul of music 
dwelt. Far as the eye could see stretched the fields of glory, and 
away down through the centre swept a broad pathway like a river 
of glass leafling up to the limitless gates of pearl, that opened into 
hoaven itself; tlicy extended upward till their tops were hidden in 
the unbearable light, the indescribable beauty of the everlasting 
day; they reachetl far out on cither side, till the miud could not com- 
prehend their immensity. 

I looked again, and behold! two gates of ivory had rolled apart to 
reveal this glimpse of Paradise; but wc were still without. And 
then a mighty angel, terrible in his majesty, said: **Man, what 
dost thou here at the gate of Paradise in thy garb of fleshly world- 
liness ? " But 1 could answer not; so he said again, ** Ye, bom upon 
the earth, organic being from a world organic, how canst thou con- 
ceive of aught else but that things have still a beginning and an end? 
liow can a miud chained to its prison of flesh grasp eternity in ita 
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understanding? Knowest thou not the rulos of oarih HiiU h\w\ 
theu ? Over thee the law of gravitation yot haUU its MWfty ; ihf m 
canst not comprehend what in m/t tip or down, l^ohrw or ahovn. Tliff 
bliss of heaven thou can^it not enjoy in thy pren&ni tenipU} (ft iU^Ui 
no sense of the great glory rc'warfls thee for liemg li^re. In i\w trtm 
fepirit come, and delights insoflca^le i0 thee uaw await th«# oietkttmai 
from thy taint of earth.'* 

"Ob what shall I do to comprehend toA reach thai heavenly state T *' 
I asked. 

Then xbe angel looked rerf tenderly «krwn npon me, shone with * 
renewed loveliness, and said, what I ha/1 leamerl long years ai^o ai 
my mcrther's knee, ** He that l^lieveih in Me 1 will in n// wise /«aH 
ont. Haste tbee Ijack to earth again, /or ih^m art fAftmt^ ntttm, 
Mark well the time, — prwrper^; ** And then the ivory gat^ *'\im^ 
round, and we were left wiilyMt in darkiMse; the Ufrm^fttU tA the 
condemned wttmttH %» set^e me, weighte f4 a ih^wsfkn/l t/»fH were 
pn'ssing oa my fnutte^ aa^l yet I eo«)4 Mk^ die, though eirerv»/*fi«#rf*g 
agonies racked oae, ti^mg^ I e^Ml^l n'^ntther Keskr ti^^f see, th^vK^ e^y 
Urain eeemeid enu^^ed to atomR, I>mk3^ liise* f4 wfrti^ s^^ete^vmg f«r 
a biaek, im«yieamrU>le g»l/ pre^tmte/l iKe^Mcf^ire^ f(/v a Mnv-ie 
see rasher than t^ evy ^wvtw.krd vn«Ke^^ and /w^ the^ie irvf^er-^ 
TOJnalile, tAverj emvL* I ffmitij Sew^ h«^;ie m^ a^ en hke ^id^KV' 
niag thwaigfc an a^endrng^ ^ele» t4l I reifww^ myft^Ai Wfth Mm Um^ 
wilrl effsrt e< duuigimr, and ^ried Vv tli« ^cpir44 wfwv MVvwed eie^ 
**Ok: wiD di» laet i^ever?'' 

** Fweverf ** •* 'jwv9»^. ^ thesy eeh*>ed, A Wvrv<^ lam^wrt my ♦vref 7 
■innj^f ieni W4e 5rifTed Vv i>n«er a ite «>^(4«H^ 4i%d ^,h^ «(^ w«s 
itw!scnu Tje 'tiear Ufh« 'rf *,Jv» «i5*r? w-v'^e <vv*v iHe «^9fr. fi»e ^»*>^ 
liae f«r{leeSMn e/ ?he .v^ti^ene Tmr'^4Wi ;rAei^ Vv my reie^ie^ 9ie?me>?^ 
and nwthed aiy tniirAer!*i>4e vvrrnm*:* w w* end. F«f. ^ VWvw^ 
thrma,^ die rmstr>t \i 1, .la^.^ii-vt rnUliAf* f»>*»e?<e» »e /vn^rwr/vt, till » 
Wi^^ tttde ^Urtet; jfUv'^^i vweflrt-H vr. ny -rv< t ««|^n ;ir^, ,ilf** 

and ics riJi^Bd <Bn5K^* ^n^(.f ^--t *" ^ii '''*f. v.j. '.*iin.}i*r v<^f*!r..3 v vr:*- 
BCy. Tlv*^ »tvci(ri**iV.i. 4aiat>'r./-jv V v^-e •'•vM **»n^ -,«--*' 
isi»W^ .nrteest »*u*J« i^.^ctin- *»vt -h/wg^v / inir.;u - i.».7^v*i 

^ leaiB^^ IM^ •«> r;^^ ^»r, jrr>»!«» w-v^.^ -h^Y vi'V rufw^i^.n-v-: • 
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ma to ponder on my wonderful journey skyward to explore tibe in- 
exbmuatiblc gplendon of the hearena. 

If I ooold but follow the gniTe, nMJeetie Spirit of the Cktnmdl 
Ue will never return, I fear; and yet if I had hia power of plough- 
ing through the aolitl granite stretching in mountain ehaina across 
the hemisphere, what gold and gems and wealth of prehistorie 
times should be mine! But best of »U, I could scatter ahowers — 
HooiU of gold and treasure — orer the mining town, as we, like 
tiends, scattered the all'consuming flames that night. And then 
thi*y would forget their dire misfortune in this new gladness. 

My torch U smoking. What a cold, sickly light! It flickers in 
this noisome atmosphere, and longs, lingers, fairiy thirsts, as I do, 
for a bright, warm ray of sunshine. I wish the soft, bright beams 
of the sun would fall upon me, making dry and glossy again this 
clammy, dripping hair, which presses upon my head like the cruel 
hand of an evil jinnee. Oh, that I could feel the sunshine folded 
almut me with its warm and clinging folds of light. The soft 
beams would press my forehead like dear, loving hands, and clear 
away thcue mista and tangled webs that make me feel so strange and 
terrible at times. Hark! I hear again the voices of the angels. Why 
wa8 it that I did not go with them ? Repent, they said, and come. I 
have bitterly and sincerely repente<l, but I cannot go. Ah! why did 
I Dot think of it before ? I will leave this note-book at the foot of 
the 8haft, for I will never return, since I have found wings, and can 
at last esca(>e. The end of this glimmering torch will set off the 
powtler in the powder-room, and on t'le wings of light which will 
imfold from the dark mass I shall soar upward, — straight upward, 
bjyond the starry systems of the suns, and the gates of ivory, to 
the fountain-head of eternal light and peace. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 
Mabel's journey. 

There is a comfort in the strength of love; 

Twill make endurable which else would break the h^rt. 

IVORMWOIITII. 

The winter came. Par away in their city homo on 
the coast, where the pearly fog-banks wrapped the earth 
in a steamy mantle, and over the wind-blown )uiU tho 
earliest rains fell like a shower of verdure, where the 
wintry sun still beamed with a semi-tropical brightneiiii 
and made snow-drifts out of the long wliite streteheM of 
sand, Mabel and her aunt scarcely reaU;^d tt>at autumn 
had not melted into spring. One day Mm. Willi(i, aft^^r 
a week's mysterious behavior, informed tier ni<;ee th/it 
they were on the eve of a journey Ka.ni, " We are Um) 
poor to stay here for the winter,*' sba said, ** TJie miU* 
we have left would vanish entirely afU^ tialf a m^at^m^n 
gayety. So we most hide ourselves from ih^ r^fmU of 
fashion's detnands" 

Mrs. Willis did not add what her yrvfuXtf^ VM^fim 
were for this step, wn excxi^c Imtt i^Kvir/nM ^otAtM:i wIm.-U 
she had been to ioexoral/iy zr<frm Uj a Uf^ h^WvA 
from .societT. on MjJ^Vb ten^'h^tUAi iixnX \i^ t^wi % 
quired bc«&e in Ler V/y»A hllht. Hl>^ l^ f^rHt^^jtj^ it <r^t 
in thi? wiKr: thii MiJ>*rl wa* jfrxu% y*^: fci;^ <'xr^>'i /vX 
af^jrd to ioiii: l*w Aju^.% ftM at reatr <^ jb^/ «i k:*»*c, fcivi 
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quiet homo of her grandfather would not be bo niiBBpent 
ns to injure the young girl's prospects in life. Besides, 
this courne would he prudent for economical reasons. 
But aside from these arguments in its favor, there was 
anoUier, more powerful than any of the rest. Edward 
Dennett had risen up among Mrs. Willis's mental file 
of traitorous villains ready to steal Mabel, the most 
black-hearted and dangerous of them all. The others 
dwindled into mere pigmies in comparison to him. She 
had been ignorant in regard to the true state of affairs, 
until Mahel's paling cheek had given warning that some 
weiglity trouble was the cause of it. She came to her 
senses at once, and realized that the affair had already 
gone on far too long, that Mabel really loved that young 
man who had spent his life in the mines, and whose 
name was disgraced by the charge of a heinous crime. 

lie would soon tire of his exile, and come hovering 
around to get a glimpse of Mabel, or write to her, and 
stir up matters afresh. 

The best tiling possible would be to get Mabel out of 
the way, where no letter would reach her, and no mes- 
sages or even news could be exchanged. 

Hence it was only on the eve of their departure that 
Mabel was informed of their projected journey, lest 
a clandestine correspondence might begin wliile the 
plans wiire maturing. Mabel received the intelligence 
in Bilence, and made her simple preparations without a 
murmur. What could it matter to her when her. heart 
would surely ache, whithersoever she might go? Would 
it not be better to bury those haunting memories in new 
scenes and a new life? And so they went. 

The winter passed. It was a long, long, dreary one 
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to Mabel in their snow-bound retreat, and often thero 
came to her visions of her far-off California home, with 
its flowery hills, its balmy air, its matchless beauties. 
But when spring peeped up through the white coverlet 
on the ground in the form of dainty May-flowers, they 
prepared to turn their faces to that glorious land of 
the setting sun, toward which Mabel's weary, homesick 
heart turned with nameless longing. Hers was not a 
love which loves lightly and forgets. Her whole faith, 
the beauty, the poetry, the longing of her nature, were 
expressed in it. Ah! then how could she cast it all 
aside, and take up other joys, forgetful of the past? 
She did not brood with inconsolable pain over her sor- 
row, but her delicate, sensitive heart had been touched 
too deeply for the wound to heal with the balm of time 
and absence; and so, although her spirits were light 
and her manner as sweetly joyous as of old, there was 
a memory in her heart too sacred for the outer world 
to look upon, which brought her hours of tender long- 
ing and regret, and darkened all her inner life with a 
melancholy shadow. 

Mrs. Willis noted every indication of returning cheer- 
fulness in Mabel with satisfaction, and after a little 
discreet questioning, decided that all the danger which 
had so troubled her was past, and she could at lai^t go 
home. Mabel's heart thrilled with joy through every 
mile of their westward journey. 

Somehow in her mind her distant California home, 
with its fair, blue mountains, its wide, nuuuy valJ^rys 
of graiD, its semi-tropic bloom, and the dreamy nUnfM' 
phere of the cAd pastoral days of the Hpaniith domiu'u/ftf 
still biealhing with luxurious quiet through i^je ftiir' 
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ling life whicli later thronged its gold-browcd hilb, 
seemed like a dream of Paradise, idiere life could not 
be anything but sweet and peacefoL The first vision 
of its sno\7y peaks, trembling like white clouds on the 
low hocizon, brought a rapture unspeakable. Perhaps 
somewhere among those gleaming summits he whom 
she loved so fondly waited with strong courage and 
patient fortitude that time when the blighted promise 
of his earnest life should bloom; and then, — ah! the 
hope was swiH^t if vain, — perhaps he might be waiting 
with glad tidings for her anxious heart. 

Home at lastl Home that was dearer now than it 
ever was before, with its old associations of her girlish 
dreams, its calm delights, its welcome resti 

All the long winter Mabel had not received the 
slightest meseage from those friends her heart held so 
deur in the far-distant mountains; and after a little 
conscientious deliberation, she decided to write to Mrs. 
Dennett without her aunt's knowledge. It seemed so 
cruel, she felt, to neglect them in their misfortune, and 
it would not matter if Aunt Cynthia discovered her 
act after the letter was sent. So she wrote a long mes- 
Hago, describing her Eastern visit, and modestly put- 
ting in little touches of sympathy which yet scarcely 
reminded Mrs. Dennett of her sorrow. After the let- 
ter had been sent two or three weeks, Mrs. Willis 
handed a letter to Mabel, with the playful remark that 
l)erhaps in it she might find a pleasant reminder of 
a Hummer's flirtation. With trembling hands Mabel 
opened it, and discovered that more than a week had 
passed since its arrival. It was from Mrs. Dennett, a 
pleasant letter, fraught with an undercurrent of cheer, 
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seemingly impossible to a mother whose best hope ivaa 
dead. Mabel read it through with eager joy. 

Mt'Deab Mabel, — 

Though months have passed siuce your bright face gladdened my 
lonely home, sitting here in this long, low room as I do to-day, and 
looking at the empty chair by the west window where you used to 
sit, your very presence is with me, and your cheering influence dis- 
pels the gloominess of this chill March day. For though lighted by 
a pale and vdntry sun, the sky seems cold and cheerless, and the 
signs of awakening spring do not serve to bring its spirit, though 
we see it coming iu the budding trees and the white flakes from tho 
bee-haunted boughs of the almonds, the yellowish mosses and tho 
tender grasses crowding up through the damp, thick mats of dead 
pine-needles in the woods, and the deep blue summits of the nearer 
heights forsaken by their coverlets of gleaming snows, save here and 
there, in the sunless seams, a soft, white, foamy mass. 

This world of ours, high up beyond the foothills, and shut out, by 
many a purple fold of hills and many a wall of flinty rock and living 
pine, from the busy, changing world in which you live, still has its 
histories, humble and unwritten though they be, and its changes, 
coming slowly day by day, that soon become as real as the varying 
seasons of the year. For that great scene of desolation, ashes, and 
destruction which you left has changed with the progress of the 
months, until now the yellowish pine lumber of the new-built town 
catches the first beams of the rising sun on scores of shining roofs. 

We are almost proud of our new town; it has risen under a hun- 
dred hammers that kept the hillsides echoing with their ring from 
the early dawn until the last glory on the westward mountains 
yielded to the dusky night. And now for all this toil the resonant 
plank has risen into shape and order, and we have the stores and 
shops, the cabins and the homes, as you once saw them, only they 
are all more new and bright. 

Where stood the Royal Regin^. on the hill-slope, its successor has 
risen, taller and more majestic than the old, because robbed of its 
surrounding sheltering groves. Long weeks passed before its great 
naked beams and rafters received a covering of wall and roof, hui 
now it is rapidly uearing completion, and all about it are laid oul 
spacious grounds for lawns and gardens, and the slim Australian 
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gum in A f«w yoan will •obctttato tboM maJMtie pines that went 
dowa with all their Mcreto of the Agee in clonde of smoke sod fire. 

The miDcs arc in motion again, though it was some timo after oar 
great conflagration before the broken aqueducts oonld be renewed, 
and the scattered miners gathered to the work. Now the shriil 
whistle wakes the slumbering eallons with its |iiercing blasts; ani 
Mr. Scvenoakea— |>crhaps you still remember him — is struggling; 
to get his business into shape again. Edward's position has been 
filled by a stranger, but times are dnll }ret» for the mines do not 
promise the wealth they did before the fire. I fear that seorehing 
flame consumed the bright halo of prosperity that hovered over this 
wdd, mountainous spot. 

But last of all, — now that I have given you a brief outline of 
affairs here, — I am going to make a suggeition to you. Spring has 
come; why cannot you come with it? My home and my best lovs 
are waiting. I cannot tell you what prompts this daring pK^Kisi- 
tloa, ~ fur I would not presnme to make it withoat some sanction 
from a more hoi>eful futorc, you know. I would not dare to tempt 
myself with your sweet friendship, if all hope were past. I shall 
write to your aunt, with the view of prevailing on her to make the 
visit, and the time will x>m> wearily until your reply assures me of 
my anticipated pleasure. 

TruHtiug that some things I much desire to tell you have not 
beca necJlcmjly withheld, and that soon I shall have the opportunity 
of seeing you, that I may toll them better, 

I remain, yours faithfully, 

Frances DaNNSTT. 

Mal)cl handed the letter to her aunt in silence, but 
^Irs. Willis shook her head. **You may do as you 
like about going," she said; " I am willing, if you care 
to make the trip.'* Mabel opened her eyes in wonder. 
" I have written to Mr. Sevenoakes einco I received a 
letter from Mrs. Dennett," Mrs. Willis volunteered to 
state, — "I have discovered that I can allow it." 

** Oh, Aunt Cynthial " cried Mabel, impetuously kiss- 
ing her wrinkled cheek, "you look lovelier than ever 
before in your life I" 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE FULFILMENT. 

Love is represented as the fulfilling of the law, — a creature's 
perfection. All other graces, all divine dispensations, contribute 
to this, and are lost in it as in a heaven. It expels the dross of 
our nature; it overcomes sorrow; it is the full joy of our Lord. ^ 

HOOKEB. 

It was twilight in the mountains. The sun had just 
set behind the green and purple battlements in the 
west, leaving gold-emblazoned banners of cloud resting 
above the bright horizon. March was nearly over, so 
its starry, golden pansies and glossy-petalled buttercups 
were giving place to gorgeous banks and meadows of 
spring-time's richest, deepest bloom. Bluebells nodded 
on brittle stems from the shelter of overhanging rocks, 
showing distinctly their delicate, fair hues against 
heavy fronds of rank young ferns. Great clumps of 
wild California poppies flamed from the rocky hill- 
crests, their silken, pollen-dusted petals folding up after 
the kisses of the twilight breeze. Musk blooms waved 
gracefully from mossy, dew-gemmed banks by the 
creeks, and rich, heavy vines trailed their brilliant 
sprays of scarlet-lipped blossoms over the steep hill- 
sides, where only the slender fir and pine dared to climb 
among the rocky ribs. 

In the swales and on the gentle slopes, beds of gold 
and white and azure hid the tender greenness of the 
grass, or mingled their bright colors with its rich 
growth in the deepest| dewiest hollows. 
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tlabcl Willis wandered out alono from Mrs. Dennett's 
I10U80 for a breath from the fresh-scented wildwood and 
tlio sweet, closing flowers, ere the twilight faded. She 
and her aunt had just arrived. After a few minutes 
s|K*nt in joyous greetings, Mrs. Dennett had shown her 
guests to their rooms, saying that all news and good 
tidings must be kept until they had relieved themselves 
of tlio dust and weariness of travel. 

But Mabel could not bear the thought of remaining 
in-doors while the strange, wild beauty of the twilight 
deepened. So hastily brushing her hair, bathing her 
face with the clear spring water which Mrs. Dennett 
bad provided for her room, and changing her travelling- 
buit for a drceS of soft, dark green material, as if to 
wear the bright livery of spring, and fastening a scarf 
of frosty lace about her throat, her simple prepara- 
tions wero made. Mrs. Willis had only commenced 
her toilet, so Mabel had stepped through the low-silled 
window for a breath of tho deep, sweet grass that grew 
untrodden in the garden. 

Roses of all descriptions flourished there: great bend- 
ing trees, with golden-tinted tea-roses bursting the firm 
buds into showers of fair, broad petals over all the 
wealth of new and glossy leaves; straight, thorn-girt 
stalks, with scarlet velvet buds half blown blushing 
brighter in the sunset gold; dainty, willowy sprays 
with buds of white and blush hiding beneath a green 
frost-work of moss; pretty vines of Baltiraores climbing 
unchecked over windows and lattice; and bushes with 
long, nodding sprays on which the fair, pink buds of 
old Castile breathed in their drowsy perfume some- 
tliiug of tho dreamy romance of the elder Spain in this 
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Btrange, wild land of gold, unfolding like a mighty new- 
born empire before the startled world. 

Mabel had walked through the long grass nodding 
sleepily in the gentle wind, past each budding rose-bush, 
to a gate which opened out on one side of the garden. 
Stealing a glance back at the white house hiding behind 
the green, spreading trees and clustering rose-bowers, she 
had lifted the latch and ventured out. Only a glimpse 
of that glorious sunset over the far-ofif hills, she had 
longed for, but now she must go farther, for all around 
her stretched a wide clover-meadow, and bright slopes 
draped with broideries of nature's choicest art. A few 
frolicsome calves galloped about in that valley-liko 
Bwale between the hills, while their soft-eyed mothers 
lowed gently as they came homeward along the trail 
that led across the slopes, and looked longingly toward 
them from the pasture bars. 

" This scene is just as Edward used to see it when a 
boy," mused Mabel, wandering farther through the 
damp, fresh clover, trying to realize how the years had 
changed all but the spot itself, which was renewed with 
each reopening of spring, and wondering if at twilight 
his thoughts ever returned to his far-away mountain 
home, — to that little blooming meadow associated with 
his happy, careless boyhood. Alas I to him that old 
house gleaming through the trees was home no more I 
Memories he might have of his mother's dear face 
smiling on him from that vine-shaded doorway, of her 
tenderness as she stroked his fair hair from his boyish 
face, of the old home's cheerful, glowing hearth, that 
corner-stone of all love's sweetest, tenderest joy; but 
these could be nothing more than memories to him now. 
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Something more glittering than dew foil in the deep, 
wil<l gra.ss; but Mabel cheeked herself. All through the 
weary months of the past winter she had gleaned com- 
fort from that vision when heaven seemed all around 
her, and her vain hopes all fulfilled. *' No wonder he 
was strong. It is a little fort/' she thought again, 
looking away with a calm thrill of rapture. And then 
came to her some realization of how high — how near to 
heaven — she was in that little plateau among the moun- 
tains; how beyond the blue line of ranges in the west 
green slopes unnumbered slowly descended to the great 
inland valley country, where another world rolled on 
with the heat and turmoil of crowded cities, the noise 
and clashing of man against his brother, in a cruel, 
never-ending warfare. Far away from it all, up there 
in that spring-time twilight among the hills, there was 
l)oacc, — ix;ace in its gentle winds, its dreamy quiet, its 
ever-changing, softened beauty. 

She wandered on till she reached a gray fence of 
logs, mos3-covercd and decaying, through which the 
wild oats sent up sharp budding spears of satiny green, 
and around which the grass grew thick and tall. An 
old orchard on the other side bent its gnarled branches 
as if to shelter that low, rude fence with a canopy of 
nature's arches, filled in with the pearly beauty of clus- 
tering apple blossoms. Mabel could look far in and 
Fee the long aisles of the orchard, dark and shadowy 
on the ground, but lighted with a glory overhead from 
a fluttering mass of snowy bloom. Long sprays and 
branches swayed and nodded and rustled gently, and 
sometimes from the white-crowned almonds a storm 
of flaky petals fluttered out upon the breeze, sifting 
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of life had nourished no seeds of joy to blossom into 
ppring-timel She bowed her head on the gray log be- 
side her, while a bunch of bluebells, growing in a shel- 
tered niche just below, bwam in the cloud of tears that 
veiled her eyes. 8till that cool breeze lingered around 
her, bringing its matchless odors, the low whisperings 
of the leaves above, the rustling of its footsteps in the 
grass; and once she thought she caught the low mur- 
murs of a song, — "Home again," — like the faint, harp- 
like melodies of the pine-trees. And then the next 
instant she heard another echo, more deep and strong, 
and nearer, — "from a foreign shore," — swelling out 
across the meadow, too clear and full of soul-liko 
harmony to spring from the moaning pine-leaves. 
She looked up. No one was near; no singer followed 
the narrow path from the house; no form darkened 
the green meadow beyond. She turned her face 
toward the orchard, but the crisp sprays only nodded 
and whispered and fluttered, and the rank, untrodden 
grass only shivered in the white glow that sifted down 
through the flower-set boughs. 

She stood musing thus, listening for another strain 
of that mysterious song, breathing the sweet scents 
of that breeze, dreaming again the by-gone dreams it 
brought her, until the fiery splendor of the sunset 
faded to a mellow glory, and she roused herself to go 
back to the house. 

One glance more she must bestow on that soft blue 
heaven above her, tinged with gold, and filled with 
scarlet-tinted, filmy clouds. She lingered, with her 
eyes fixed afar on those brilliant deeps of heaven, till 
the dark horizon below seemed to whirl and swim 
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aimind ber, and she looked down on the blossoming 
world again. 

Then a strange sonnd in the orchard startled her, 
and there, jnst beside the fence, standing where the 
ai^e-boughs let in the richest light of sunset, was a 
stranger, tall, bearded, travel-worn, leaning on a mossy 
stake, and looking at her with tender, earnest eyes. 
Ah, those eyes! Could she ever forget them? Could 
they ever cease to beam with light for her? 

That weary man, whose face had lost much of its 
boyish roundness, much of its hearty cheer, — that 
sorrow-stricken man, who had come from a&r, over 
the seas, to his own little home among the mountains, 
— was Edward Dennett. 

Their eyes met, and he knew her. Ay, he knew 
more, — he knew that she had been true to him; he 
knew that her love, without which he realized that his 
home-coming would be touched with shadow, was his 
still. 

*' Mabel!" he said, hastening toward her, '^what a 
welcome is this! Are you a spirit? Am I dreaming 
that I find you here to welcome me? I could not 
realize it, — I cannot believe it ! " Mabel held out both 
her hands across the fence to the strong brown ones 
that waited ready to clasp them. 

** Can you believe it now? " she said, striving to speak 
calmly through her tears. 

Edward hurriedly sprang over the fence, and stood 
at her side. ** Nothing must separate us now," he said, 
as he took her in his arms, — " nothing but death, my 
Mabel, for I can believe it; I can believe that, now I 
am free to live, — free to live, thank Heaven ! — I still 
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havo Bometbing to live for. Ah, Mabel! little the world 
belli for luo without your lovel " 

'^Then you are free?'' said Mabel, timidly. 

*' Don't you know?" he inquired, hastily. "Have 
you not heard how the secret was divulged? It must 
bo old to every one but me." 

" I did not know — " began Mabel. 

**Ah! then I will not tell you until I rejoice over the 
greatest blessing life can ever hold for me, — the assur- 
ance that you love me still through all depths of mis- 
fortune and disgrace. I was restored to my home, I 
was blessed with riches, for untold wealth lies buried 
in the Golden Deep, and yet until this hour life has 
looked dull and colorless indeed. I count my trials 
joys for this. Without them I should not have known 
how true and changeless your affection is." 

** Do not say that," said Mabel. " Did it need test- 
ing Ixiforc you could trust in it? I kept my faith in 
yourH. Oh, Edward! I never entertained a thought 
during all our hoiwlfss separation which could mar that 
meeting when our lives are done. That hope wherein 
you and I found so much comfort has kept me loving 
and constant still." 

Each realized that the other was changed. They 
had passed through the fires of trial; they had met 
Fate face to face, and had defied her, putting their trust 
in a higher power, that reigns supreme over all our 
destinies. 

If youth was still theirs, they knew that its careless 
mirth, its impetuous ardor, was over. But they were 
better for it, — their lives were broader, deeper, sweeter; 
they were man and woman now, seeing with eyes that 



THE FULFILMENT. -483 

look beyond the world's exterior of show, into the pur- 
poses, the aims, of life, knowing full well how to cast 
aside its trifling frivolities, and accept its blessings 
with ready, grateful hearts. 

Now life lay before them, rich in its opportunities, 
fair and promising in its prospects. Theywere young, 
but they were wise. Through their misfortunes they 
had learned how to be kind; through their blessings 
they had learned how to be charitable. 

** God is good," said Edward, reverently, at last. "He 
has given you back to me; he has given me my heaven 
upon earth; and for this blessing we must spend our 
lives in giving of our abundance to others. Oh, Mabel! 
little did I think the fulfilment of your promise would 
come so soon, — that dear, sweet promise to meet me 
in heaven, filled to the very letter here on earth, — *And 
when at last he reaches home, tell him my love will 
be waiting for him there.' " 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 
THB mxxsiiinuM or thx bbast. 

Beroium waI ti tha nind tiha9% 

Bat heaven iteelf detoends in lore; 

A feeling from the Oodheed caught^ 

To wean from aelf each aordid ibionffi^ 

A ray of Him vho f enoed the whole; 

A glory circling romad the eooL 

Bnunr. 

In the pleasant valley county, where the low, rolling 
Blopcs are bright in gpring and summer with billowy 
seas of green and ripening gold; where the Uttle towns 
scattered about over the broad expanse of the great 
wlicat regions hide their gleaming spires in forests of 
cork and locust trees; where the noisy trains rumble 
hastily xilong, busily collecting their burdens of plump, 
clean sacks of wheat from every wayside station; and 
where the broad country roads lead in a curious net- 
work to farm colonies, with a cluster of neat houses, 
liigh, spacious barns, and golden or weather-darkened 
stacks of straw, forming the centre of broad acres 
stretching out in vast, unbroken tracks, — in that 
almost boundless empire of golden grain, Lois found 
her home. 

The occasional stranger who wandered into the rural 
shades of Locust ville invariably asked who owned that 
fine old place just outside the town on the road to 
Tenayee, and the villager would reply with a good deal 



THB MILLENNIUM OF THE HEART. 485 

of pride, as if he had a personal claim upon it, that Dr. 
Knapp and his family lived there. Dr. Knapp was 
" our doctor," and the place was absolutely the most 
exquisite, comfortable home in all the country 

The house stood back a little distance from the trav- 
elled road, from which a smooth, gravelled drive swept 
through an arched gateway and across the dewy green- 
ness of the grounds, till it curved up to the wide side 
entrance. The house was large, square-built, and home- 
like, with old-fashioned porches and balconies extend- 
ing all around it, suggestive of balmy summer evenings, 
with guitars and white-robed ladies making little 
poems of the hours spent in their vine-scented shelter. 
Oleander and acacia trees blended their tropical odors 
with the fragrant breath of roses, wild beds of migno- 
nette, and a hedge of honeysuckle, and over on one side 
of the grounds a sparkling path led down across the 
shaven lawn to a wild bramble of bloom, where the 
flowers and bushes ran riot, and blossomed in charm- 
ing disorder wherever a bud could manage to shake out 
its rosy petals to the kisses of the sun. 

Something about this luxuriant tangle might remind 
one of Mrs. Hunman's queer old garden, but Dr. Knapp 
certainly liked his own shady bower far better than 
the one from which he modelled it. And whoever won- 
dered at it, when during the drowsy summer after- 
noons, while the day grew warm and the teams out on 
the road rolled by only at long intervals, and then 
chose the track under the wayside trees, they saw the 
Doctor enjoying the dreamy shade of that fragrant spot 
in some comfortable old wicker chair, or half reclining 
ia a gently swaying hammock, while Lois — the very 
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same bright littlo nchool-miRtrcBS who used to teach in 
tlio red pchool-houpo at IxK'Ustvilic, grown older cer- 
tainly, though not less charming and lovely — read some 
idle*, ewect romance to while away the hours? Chil- 
dn^n's merry faces and gleeful laughter broke in upon 
that ploepy peace just enough to bring the time and 
place out of ponje old Arcadian land of poets' dreams 
into the sparkling light of breathing, joyous reality. 
Ah! who could dwell in a shadowy past, when there 
were two round-liml)ed, sweet-faced children about 
them, fluttering here and there among the glowing 
leave?, reaching up with soft, dainty hands to force 
some bud into premature bloom, or exhibiting tearfully' 
a ti)orn-rent frill of lace on their cool white frocks? 

The wanton breezes sometimes idly turned a leaf of 
the painted picture- book 8, or blew a glossy curl into a 
tanple of spun silk, thereby calMng forth from rosy, 
pouting lips an impatient little laugh, which rang out 
so full and clear as to scare away the gray linnets flit- 
ting among the branches. 

And if ever, when the full glory of summer had 
come, a faint high hissing of a bee recalled to the Doc- 
tor a 8orrowful summer day long ago when he had heard 
that selfsame sound high up in the leaves of the apple- 
tree which grew in Mrs. ITunman's garden, and it 
brought back a remembrance of the old heartache he 
had accepted as his portion then, he banished the 
thought by a glance at Lois, — kind, merry-hearted 
Lois, — sitting near him with a look of love which the 
years had added on her fair face, whose earthly jour- 
ney now led step by step with his. Why should he 
return, even in thought, to that other garden, marred 



by ttxe memory of a heartaches "^rh^^n h^w aT>f^\W\l \\$W 
was another bower, as wild and $w^t A^^d t4^ng\i^i> 
which not only encompassed all the doU|:thtftU A<i**i>\>t^^ 
tions of the other, but held a charm lM>?^id0?i) U>f n %\t 
the long, delightful years, which could i^cvi^r Ih^ t^rtkiVtlf 
Behind that fine white house, and acro^m a «hAdt>wy 
back garden, where the grape-vines ran iu rloio\^n ft^n* 
toons over the arching trees, a conuuotlioun biirh !*«» 
vealed a patch of its sloping roof. Whot^Vfir vnuinwd 
out of the cool, grassy precincts of tho garihn for A 
nearer glimpse of it felt that the cowh and horpiripi Imd 
not been deprived of many of tl)0 goocl tliin)i;M ihiN 
world could afford them, when looking u\Hm ihM ¥ffi\U 
stored granary, the gravel-bottomed tank ov«rlJowlhH 
with pure, clear water, and the rttuckM of Utiy iUni 
preserved in their gold-green maumn ihti ttnUhfi UHfiH 
and the fresh, sweet scent of tlio lAtHnnlun pnt^iHrf^ 
lands. And even the doves that iUtmitHHni wUiUi t^iir* 
cles against the far-off blue of lw^v<f'ti, aufi ^fiUmfM 
with incessant cooing around i\m lliil^ iU^*^^*Aii \mUm 
the eaves, seemed telling i\mf tu^mU^iifi^^^i iu ii^^^ 
soft, low BDonds. TTjen tii^r^^ wm ih^ pt^^iU')f^Mf4^ 
wfaenee mlzmn eix«r» in ll^ie <edirljr n^ftuiu^ h^^m rMH% 
oot to wake tl*e «^t-ir<;k)^, M0ti^^ ^^m >jm fUl>^ 
bara, askd luxm^ ihhir MsA, for ^t^^inntM^k a^M^ ^ 
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The Doctor still drove abooi over the conntry roads 
in his odd little shiny gig. And Lois, as might be 
imagined, went with him very often. 

And there were often journeys to Lois's old loved 
home among the far-off hills, for a visit to Aunt Robin- 
son and the girls. But the '^ girls" gradually became 
fewer and fewer in the old house, as one after another 
called Lois and the sympathetic Doctor into high con- 
sultation about a prospective wedding, and at last 
became queens in homes of their own. Still, the warm 
fireside never lost its charm, — never lacked for the old 
familiar faces; for when Christmas-tide brought its 
frosty winds, its whitened summits, and sparkhsg 
pines, it also brought a grand home-coming, — a sweet 
reunion to all the tender hearts that never lost their 
love for home. 

John used to do the honors on those glorious feast- 
days, — the same mischievous John, with the old merry 
twinkle in his eyes, only the experience and prosperity 
of years had added something of dignity and gravity 
to his manner, as if the light-hearted enthusiasm of 
youth had not perished, but had given place some- 
what to a more stately, thoughtful mein. And surely 
John had need of dignity, for after he had filled with 
honor the position procured for him by the Doctor in 
the mine at Lucky Streak, he had been called to be 
manager of the far more prosperous mine of the (jolden 
Deep. Life held for him a bright promise, and his 
grateful heart would surely use the blessing for some 
noble end. 

And on those visits home, Lois and the Doctor never 
failed to drive again up the leafy grade that led along 




'» »UC0$» IUmT^' |iMWf<e*- «Wi^tt- «Ki 

of llieir liiQifMr itSsr^wif j m t ru jy iiuc «?m. Ladr 

teAe ftBi tbf; 4Ksa»rr n^t ntwaax ^tuam^ buA Jesoped 
to lireak it viA uuwcrum- «|#ipea. 

TIkw yefto^nl OEimE fthvvy^ ImiugLa item to m 
pif Biat 4wiBMiiiffn- Jntt otnfii&; of ite towu of 
Lack J Stveik;, ^nMm laip; and saifipr -wil^ ibe lafi^ 
of tuDTy aod fraud of its £iife "farkk BtaKS, its i»^w 
hotel, and its cl o n de r -AimAH ifiiitj poattix)|; )Kkav^n«- 
ward throo^ tike mlMmied pme grovels wius a pV^A^ 
ant hoiDe* where Edward Deoiiett and his y<mng wi<^> 
liTed. All that wealth coald poxchase w^ cotwU^^^i^l 
to make that atatelj coantiy-hoade a dw^llmg-pUi'«« ^^f 
elegance and eomfbrt; and yet it postKNMieil Ytior«\ ^^^ 
in it bveathed the chann and intpiration of h hv>nii^ 
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M«!k.*1 reigned a gentle queen orer her bappj hoofle- 
bolfl, while Mm. Ilennett and Aont Willui looked on 
with motherly pride, and gave their adrice to smooth 
out the rough places. 

Kdward Dennett bad risen rapidly to the foremost 
rank in his county, and the old troubles which bad 
once cost a cloud over his honored name almost fisuled 
out of memory. 

Among the guests who sometimes visited that lovely 
mountain home was a slender woman with auburn 
hair and a Hne white face. The years scarcely seemed 
to make any impression on her countenance; she was 
ever the same, — as willowy and sly as in her more 
charming girlhood. 8ho still wrote her name Nellie 
Minton, adding with a low ripple of laughter to her- 
self m>metin)crH when she did it, that there was only 
one other name in the world better than that. Time 
had wrought one change in Nellie, — her scheming 
clayH were over. To l>o sure, Hho was deceitful and 
wilful Htill, and yet Hho had given up utterly — as 
di.frated HehernerH usually do — all hope of attaining 
th(i one life object she had striven bo dcBperat^dy, by 
artful tneauH, to attain. There was a calm indifference 
in the plaeo of the old cunning watchfulness, only 
broken by an occanional revival of crafty delight in 
11 n fathoming some mystery her curiosity prompted her 
to explore. 

Edward and Mabel felt a strange sympathy for her 
lonely hopelessness, and in various ways showed her 
little kindnesses, which, coming from the source they 
did, awakened all the friendship that dwelt in her 
narrow, seliish nature. Poor Nolliol her life was de- 
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girls oMumiDg the ain and graces of young ladj- 
bood. 

And what mattered it if Lady Snowdrop waa slow, — 
If phc grew lazier and more independent as well as older 
every day? Did not tliey who rode behind her then 
have a longer hour to spend togetlicr on their drive, — 
an hour which held so much of bliss for both their 
hearts? Naught could make them wish to have it 
clianged, since often when this very fauH made them 
late on their return, and the gathering evening shades 
found them still upon the road, the balmy freshness, 
the quiet charm, that stole around them, recalled some- 
thing of the beauty of those first drives they had taken 
in the early spring-time of their love, and brought back 
its modest, tender inspiration, like the dewy fragrance 
of the April blossom amid the summer's rix)e, delicious 
harvest. 

Every feature of those old scenes had a meaning for 
Jjois and the Doctor: under those solitary oaks Lady 
Snowdrop used to stop and fall asleep in the drowsy 
shade, while the Doctor watched the birds, and looked 
out over the rolling hills, yellow with the summer's 
ripened crown, through the meshes of a dream which 
strained all evil and unrest out of the charmed life he 
led; over on that slope when the spring's green young 
grasses matted the earth with soft and fragrant folds 
of nature's velvets, they used to stop to watch the sun- 
light flash in diamonds, crystal and purple and bright 
red, from every trembling dewy spear; here they could 
see more clearly than elsewhere that low blue line of 
peaks along the far horizon's rim; and there they had 
always stopped to get a spray of drooping creamy blos- 
soms from the ovetViaTv^vw^ locust-trees. 



ban of pafieet ■me! Ta^^r* tptt ^i-^ '^^^.r t:r~f. 
ibe fitkie gi^ Bad J^icx t=yn«rsr9K. — -^u ^-^mx:^ ^0^ 
togcikBr. And jvft moBi. wm 33<9r,3r t««^^ ^^u^rr 
but gnnring desRr. Tube: ^aaaMr i^i^a^. «r.: r> £«tui. 
decaj ibe Bscied uli ye .u» aawar viar:;. 4r,«' ^x»>: mt:a^^. ^ 
balo of gloiy as impBargrarnEr » r jr si^^a^^^ra., 

Lois grew to think t&e mr lal w:;a ^tui^n^ tt#: i><#c^ 
tor never used, and vtii«:x. ue sac m^;;^ to<^j|^it g^MttA 
like a &biii^-md aoemitf s. \nh ^7*:^:t. f/r^fj^ri^st: fc^r 
bees or bnmnni^-iBTife. — siie stnua^iff *»iu*'. to tuiiik 
it looked £v beter tbax. tiioee si^iOerr t»ilM^¥ tliifig«, 
with taBBeQei eodfi, tbai grsiced ti^ txyittku WtuijuUi id 
the time. 

Nor was she afihamed that 1^ I>^:tcif iiiwiiyH wor<^ 
his yellow glomes. 6be did not grow lio ii<j<5UtitMtii«<i to 
the sight of than that she forgol tbfit tUoy wt^ro udj ; 
bat she was even ^ad of the fact. A d«;pth of loiidiu>Mi 
in her heart welled over every time tihe «hw tli<»iii, for 
they seemed a tc^en to her of the Doctor'n ituio<»<*«t, 
unselfish character. And besides, she felt w^ i>eiau^nt 
when she remembered how she once had laughcni at 
them, that she felt all her tenderness could never 
make atonement for it. 

And BO, when sometimes the Doctor came home 
from town with a pair of new gloves, and carelessly 
tossing them into her lap, would say, innocently, that 
the old ones were badl}' soiled, and he thought it 
about time to replace them, so would she see if tht«« 
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were as good as the old, qoite unconsciooa thai he had 
doiic or said anything unusual, or that she was smilr 
ing to keep the tears of love from overflowing, she 
always touclied them reverently, and said sofUy to 
herself, ** The dear old soul ' I love them better every 
time he brings them." And she even kissed them 
sometimes when the Doctor was not around, as if to 
give them a benediction from her love. 

The Doctor scarcely appeared to grow much older; 
he b<K;ame a trifle stouter with advancing years, per- 
haps a shade more florid; but bis eyes were clear and 
steady, and his manner so much more jovial and 
cheerful than of old, that the added silver to his 
glossy hair seemed more like the foreshadowings of a 
second youth's soft glories than the cold warning of a 
hastening old age. And truly life had just begun its 
best blessings for him. Why should he grow old, when 
youth's delights, which he had never known before, 
were all around him? His heart was in its summer, 
so let the long years of experience and sorrow fall 
away and be forgotten. The present was enough for 
him. ** A man scarcely knows what he lacks — what 
he needs — in this world, until he has once found it," 
he would say. "It is strange how one prospers when 
he settles down in life. Everything tends to his ad- 
vantage then. Perhaps because a little secure happi- 
ness sweetens every burden in the way; if not, then 
whatever else, it is strong enough to be recognized and 
felt; and we who have found that great advantage 
would not exchange it for anything else the world 
contains." 

Ah I who can put a price upon it, — that sacred 
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thing which brings us nearer heaven? Can tongues 
or pens describe it? Can deep research explain it? 
Can sordid wealth purchase an iota of it? It tinges 
all life with its rosy halo; it strengthens the aspi- 
rations, it sweetens every sorrow, it deepens every 
joy. No one can feel it without being better; no 
one can let it truly enter his heart without letting in 
with it self-sacrifice and charity. Oh, holy Love! 
most divine, most powerful of the passions, a light 
from heaven to illuminate the soul, come to each 
lonely, unsatisfied heart on earth, and heal its sor- 
rows with thy matchless riches, and the world will ba 
a glorious place indeed! 

Then will there be no more perversion of love's 
blessings; then they who sacrifice it to frivolities and 
vice, they who hold it lightly, they who know it not, 
will realize the dawning of the golden age of peace 
and charity, — the sweet millennium of the heart. 



